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B A JLH A R. D O, FaAHCIUO, 

Sentinels. 



Hofc there ? , , , , 

Nay anfwer me. Stand and vnfold your 
felfe. 

Long Hue the King. 

Barnardo. 

"Bar. Hee. 

A a 










Fr*ts a 



The Tr age die of Hamlet 

Tran You comemoft carefully vpon your houre. 

Bar. ’Tis now ftrooke tweluc, get thee to bed Francifo 
Fran . For this reliefe much thanksjtis bittereold. 

And I am tick at heart. 

Bar. Haue you had --liet guard < 

Fran. Not a Moufc hiring. 

Bar. We i, goodnight : 

If you d oe meet Horatio and MarcelUu. * 

The riualls of my watch, bid them make halt. 

Enter Horatio and Mar - 
ctllm. 

Francifco. I thihke I heare them , fond ho , who is 
there ? 

Hora. Friends to this ground* 

Mar. And Leegcmen to the Dane. 

Fran. Giueyougood night.. 

CMarceUm. O , farewell hontft Souldiers , who hath re- 
lleu’d you ? 

&**• *"»*'£ hnth my place ; giue you good night.&r* Fran. 
Mar.Hollti’Barnardo. 

Bar. Say what, is Horatio there ? 

Hora. Apeeceofhim. 

Bar. Welcome H'oratio t welcome good MarctUtn. 

Hora. What ha’s this thing appear’d aeaine to nieht P 
Bar. I haue fecne nothing. 

CMar. Horatio faycs’cis but a fantafie, 

And w 11 not let beliefe take hold of him. 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feenebf vs. 

Therefore I haue imreared him along. 

With vs to watch the minutes of this night, , 

That if againe this apparition come, •' 

He may approue our eyes and fpeake to it. 

Hora. rulh,Tulh, ’twill not appeare* 

Bar. Sit downe a while, 

Andlctvs once agaiac affaile your cares, 

Ihaft 



Prince of Denmarfcc. 

that are fo fortified againft our ftory, 

What we haue two nights feene. 

Hora. Well, fit we downe, . 

And let vs heare Barnardo fpeake ot this. 

WhenyondVameftar thatsWeflward from the Pole; 

Had made his courfe t’illumin that part of heauen 
Where now it burnes, CM drctUu* and my ielte 
The Bell then beating one. 

* 

Enter G hoi f. 

Mar. Peace bteake thee off looke where it comes againe. 

Bar. In the fame figure like the Kingthats dead. 

Mar. Thou art a Scholler fpeake to it Horatio. 

Hora. Moft like, it horrowes me with feare and wonder. 
Bar. It would be Ipoke to. 

Mar. Speake toil Horatio . 

Hora. What art thou that vfurpft this time of night, 
Together with that faire and warlike forme. 

In which the Maiefty of buried Denmark^ 

Did fomtimes marchsby heauen I charge thee fpeak. 

Mar. It is offended. 

•Bar. See it foukes away. 

Hera. Stay, fpeake, fpeake I charge thee fpeake. 

\ ' ' '( ; . r t -i* ' . j \ ' 1 r- ■ . ' *• » ^ \ ♦ jS ": fv * /•* * A ' i *■ - 

Exit GhoB. 

Mar. Tis gone and will not anfwere. 

Bar. How now Horatio.you tremble St look pale. 

Is not this fomething more then phantafie ? 

What thinke you of it ? 

Hora. Before my God I mi ght not this bcleeue, 

Without the fenfiblc and true auoucb 
Of mine owne eics. 




The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Mar. Is it not like the King ? 

Bor a. As thou art to thy fclfe s 
Such was the very Armor he had on, 

When he the ambitious Norway combated, 

So frownd he once when in an angry parlc 
He (mote the (leaded Pollax on the ice. 

Tis ftrange. 

Mar. Thus twice before and iumpe at this dead houre. 
With Martiall ftauke hath he gone by our watch . 

Hora. In what particular thought, to worke Iknow not. 
But in the grofle and fcope of mine opinion. 

This bodes fome ftrange eruption to our ftatc. 

Mar. Good now fitdowne, and tell me he that knowes. 
Why this. fame firift and moft obferuant watch 
So nightly toilcs the fubiedt of the Land, 

And with fuch daily coft of brazen Cannon 
And forraine Mart for Implements of warre, 

Why fuch impreffe of fhip-wrights, whofe fore taske 
Does not diuide the Sunday from the wceke, 

What might be toward, that this fweatiehafte 
Doth make the night joint labour with the day, 

Who ift that can informe me f 
Hora. That can I. 

Atleaft thewhifper goes fo, our laft King, 

Whofe Image euen but now appear’d to vs. 

Was as you know by Fortinbrajfe of Norway, 

Thereto prickt on by a moft emulate pride. 

Dat’d to the combate; in which our valiant Hamlet, 

(For lb this fide of our knowne world efteem’d him) 

Did flay this Fortinbrajfe , who by a feald compact 

Well ratified by Law and Heraldrie 

Did forfait (with his life) all thefe his lands 

Which he flood feaz’d of, to the conquerour. m.., ; 

Againft the which a moity competent 

Was gaged by our King, which hadreturne 

To the inheritance of Fortinbrajfe , 















Had 



Prince of Denmark*. 

Had he bin vanquilher; as by the fame comart, 

And carriage of the Articles defigne, 

His fell to Hamlet ; now Sir,y ong Fortinbrajfe 
Ofvnimprooued mettle, hot and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there 
Sharkt vp a lift of lawleffe refolutes 
For food and diet to fome enterprise 
That hath a ftomake in’t, w hich no other 
As it doth well appeare vnto our ftatc 
But to recouer of vs by ftron ghand 
And tearmes compulfatery, thole forefaid lands 
So by his father loft 5 and this I take it, 

Is the mainemotiue of our preparations 

The foutcc of this our watch, and the chiefe head 
Of this poft-hafte and romeage in theland. 

Bar. I thinke it be no other but euen fo ; 

Well may it fort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch fo like the King 
That was and is the queftion of thefe warres. 

Hora . A mote it is to trouble the minds eie : 

In the moft high and palmy (late of Rome, 

A little ere the mightieft Inline fell 

The graues flood tennantleire,and the fheeted dead 

Didiqucake and gibber in the; Roman ftreets 

As ftarres with traines of fire, and dewes of bloud 

Difaftersinthe Sun; and themoift ftarre, 

Vpon whofe influence Neptunet Empire ftands. 
Was fick almoftto DoomefJay with edipfe 
And euen the like precurfe of fierce euetfts, 

A s Harbingers preceding ftill the fates 
And Prologue to the Omen comming on 
Haue Heauen and Earth together demonftrated 
Vnto our Climatures and Countrimen, ’ 

Enter Ghof. 

But foft, behold, lo where it comes againe 
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Tic croffc it though it blaft me rftay illufion. It jpreads 
If thou haft any found orvfe of voice, bis amts, 

Speake to me, if there be any good thing to be done 
That may to thee doe cafe and grace to me, 

Speake to me. 

If thou art priuie to thy Countries fate 
Which happily foreknowing may auoid, 

O fpeake : 

Or if thou h^ityphoorded in thy life 
Extorted creature in the wombe of earth, 

For which they fay your fpirits oft walke in death. The Cockg 
Speake of it, ftay and fpeake, flop it Marcelltn . crowes. 

f Mar. Shall I ftrike it with my partizan ? 

Hor. Doe if it will not ftand. 

Bar. Tis hcere. 

Her. Tis heere. 

Mar. Tis gone. 

We doe ft wrong being fo Maiefticall 
To offer it the fbow of violence, 

For it i* as the aire, invulnerable, 

And ourvaine blowes, malicious mockery. 

BarAt was about tofpeakwhen the cock crew. 

Hor. And then it ftarted like a guilty thing, 

Vpon a featfull fummens ; I haue heard. 

The Cock that is the Trumpet to the morne. 

Doth with his loftie and Thrill founding throat 
Awake the God of day, and at his warning 
Whether in $ea or Fire, in Earth or Aire, * • 
Th’extrauagant and erring fpirit hies 
To his confine, and of the truth heerein 
This prefent obicift made probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the Cock, 

Some fay thateuer gainft that feafon comes, 

VVherein our Sauiours birth is celebrated 
This bird of dawning fingeth all night long, 

And then they fay no fpirit dare ftirre abroad 
The nights are whol(ome,then noPlanets ftrike, 

NoFaiiy takes, nor witch bath power to chavme 






So 



Prince d/Dcnmarkc." ■ 

CAhallovyed and fo gracious is that time. 

So Jr so haue I heard and doe in part beleeue it, 

Tturlookc the morne in ruflet mantle clad 
Walkes ore the dew of yon high Eaft ward hill: 

Rreake we our watch vp and by mv aduifc, 
let vs impart what we haue fecne to night 
Voto young Hamlet, for vpon my life 
This fpirit dumbe to vs, will fpeake to him : 

Doe you confent we fliall acquaint h.m with it 

As needfull in our loues fitting our dutie. 

Mar. Letsdoo’t I pray, and I this morning know 
Where we (ball find him moft conuemcnt. Exeunt. 

Fleurtjk. Enter Claudius, King of Denmark*, Gertradtbe 
Qxeene, fenn/aile : as Polonim , and bu Sonne Laer- 
tes, Hamlet , cum alift . 

Claud. Though yet of Hamlet out dearc brothers death 
The memory be greene, and that it vs befitted 
To beare our hearts in griefe & our whole kingdom. 

To be contracted in one brow of woe. 

Yet fo far hath diferetion fought with na ture. 

That we with wifeftforrow thinke on him 
Together with remembrance of out fclucs s 
Therefore our fometime Sifter, now our Queene 
Th* Imperial! ioyntreffe to this warlike State 
Haue we as twere'with a defeated ioy 
With an aufpitious, and a dropping eye, > 

"With mirth in funerall, and with dirge in s?<ii.i£ge, 

Inequall fcale weighing delight and dole 
Taken to wife: nor haue we herein bard 
Your better wifdomes, which haue freely gone 
With this affaire along (for all our thankes) 

Now follow es thatyou know young Fortmbrafe t 
Holding a weakcfuppoiall of our worth 
Or thinking by our late dcare brothers death 
Our ftate to be difioy t, and out of frame 
Collegued with this dreamt of his aduantage 
He hath not faild to pefter vs with meflage, 
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theTrageSe of ttamlec 

Importing tlie Surrender ofthofc Lands 
Lott by his father, with all bands o: La w 
To our moft valiant brother, fo much for him s 
Now for our felfc, and for this time of meeting. 

Thus much the bufinetfe is,wc haue here writ 
To NWi, Vncle of young Fortenbr^jfe ' 

Who impotent and bedred Scarcely hcares 
Of this his Nep' ewes purpofe; to fuppreffe * 

His further gate herein jin that the leuies, 

The lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubieft, and we here difpatck 
You good Cornelita, and you 'Ualtemand* 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway* 

Giuing to you no further pcrfonall power 
To bufineffe with the King, more then the fcope 
Of thefe delated Articles allow. : 

Farewell, and let your haft commend your dutie. 

Cor. Ko. Inthat, and all things will we (he w our duty* 
King, We doubt it nothing, harcily farewell. 

And now Laertet whats the ne wes with you ? 

You told vs of lome lure, what ift Laertet l 
Y ou cannot fpeake of reafon to the Dane ^ , 

And lofeyour voice;what would’ft thou beg Laertet- 
That (hall not be my offer, not thy asking,. 

The headis not more natiue to the hearc 
The hand more infttunrentall to the mouth 
Then is the throne of Denmark? to thy lather. 

What would'ft thou haue Laertet ?: 

Lar. My dread Lord* 

Your leaue and fauour to returne to Vianet* . • 

From whence though willingly I came to Denmark?, 

To fhew my dutie in your Coronation; 

Yet now I mud confeffe, that dutie done 
My thoughtsand wifhes bend againe toward France, 

And bow them to your gracious leaue and pardon. ^ 
King. Haue y ou your fathers leaue, what fates Polomm s 
Polo. He hath my Lord wrung from me my flow leaue 
By labourfome petition, and at laft 
Vpon his will I feald roy hard confenc. 



j4 Prince fi/Denmarke.^ 

I doe befeech you giue him leaue to-goe. 

King. Take thy faire houre Laertet, tim6 bethine^ 

And thy beft graces fpend it at thy will : 

Buf now my Coufin Hamlet, andlmy fonne. 

Ham. A little more then kin, and leffe then kind. 

King. How is it thatthe clouds ftill hang on you. 

Ham. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in the fonne^ 
Qtteene. Good Hamlet caft thy sighted colour off 
And let thine eie looke like a friend on Denmark?, 

Doe not for euer with thy vailed lids, 

Sec ke for thy noble father in the duft. 

Thou know’ll tis common all that liues muft die, 

Parting through nature to eternitie. 

Ham. I Madam, it is common. 

Quee. If it be, 

Why feemes it fopcrticuler with thee. 

Ham. Seemes Madam.nay itis,T knownot feemes, 

Tis not alone my inkiecloke could Another, 

Nor.cuftomarie Sutes of folemne blackc, 

Nor windie fufpiration of forft breath. 

No, nor the fruitfull Riuer in the eie. 

Nor the deie&ed hauiour of the vifage. 

Together with all formes, moods, fhapes of griefc 
That can deuoute me truly, thefe indeed feeme. 

For they are a&ions that a man might play, 

But I haue that within which paffes £hew, 

Thefe but the trappings and the fuites of woe. * 

King. Tis fweet and commendable in your nature Hamlet, 
To giue thefe mourning duties to your father. 

But you muft know your father loft a father. 

That father loft, loft his, and the furuiucr bound 

In filliall obligation for fome tcarme \ ' . 

To doe obfequious forrowes, but to perfeuer 
In obftioate condoiement, is a courfe 
Of impious ftubbornneffe, tis vnmanly griefe^ 

It fhewes a will moft incorre& to Heaucn, 

A heart vnfortified, or minde impatient. 

An vnderftanding Ample and vnfchoold^ 

Bor what we know muft be, and is as common 
‘ . B 2 A i 
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' the Tragedie of Hamlet 

As any the moft vulgar thing to fc nc 5». 

Why foould we in our peeuifoopp ohuoiv 
Take it to heart, fie, tis a fault to heauen, 

A fault againft the dfead, a fault to nature, 

To reafonmoft abliird, whofe common theame 
Is death of fathers, and who ftill hath ctyed 
From the firft courfe, till he that died today 
This mud be fo : we pray you throw to earth 
This vnprcuailing woe, and thinke of vs 
As of a father, for let the World take note 
You ate the moft immediate to our throne. 

And with no lcffe nobilitic of loue 

Then that which deareft father bcares his forme. 

Doe I impart toward you for your intent. 

In going backe to fchoole to W ittenberg. 

It is moft retrograd to our defire. 

And we befeech you bend you to remame 
Heere inthecheare and comfort of our eie, 

Our chiefeft Courtier, Coufin , and out fonne. 

Qm. Let not thy mother loofe her praiers Hamlet* 

I pray thee ftay with vs , goe not to Wittenberg* 

Bam. I ftvall in all my beft obay you Madame. 

King. Why,tisalouing and afairereply, 

Be as our felfe in Denmark, e, Madame come, 

This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits Trailing to my heart, in grace wherfiof, 

No iocond health that Denmark, ? drinkes to-day. 

But the great Canon to the cloudes fhall tell. 

And the Kings rowfc the Heauen foal brute againe, 

Refpeaking earthly thunder; come away. Flwrtfh. tuxetM aU , 
Ham.O that this too too fallied flefo would melt, but Hamlet ► 
Thaw and refolue it felfe into a dew. 

Or that the cuerlafting had not fixe v- 

His Tan non gainft feale (laughter,© God, God, 

How wary, ftale, fiat, and vnproficable 
Seeme to me all the vfes of this World ? 

Fie on’t, ah fie, tis an vr -‘'ceded Garden,. 

That growes to feed, things ranke & groffc in nature, 

PrtflVfle it meerelv that it foould come thus 
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Prince of Dent narke. 

But two moneths dead, nay not fo much, not two* 

So excellent a Kmg 'b« was to this 

Hyperion to a Satyre, io i&u;ng to my mother. 

That he might not bececme the winds of Heauen 
Vi fit her face too roughly : heauen and earth 
Muft I remember, why foe foould hang on him 
As if in create of appetite had growne 
By what it fed on, and yet within a moncth, 

Let me not thinke on’t ; frailtic thy name is woman 
A little month. Or ere thofe fooocs were old 
With which foe followed my poore fathers bodie 
Like Ntebe all teares, why foec 
O God ! a beaft that wants difeourie of reafon 
Would haue mourn’d longer, maried with my Vntle, 

My fathers brother, but no more like my father 
Then I to Hercules, within a moneth. 

Ere yet the fait of moft vnrighteous teares 

Had left the flulbing in her gauled eies 
She married Oh ! moft wicked fpeed ; topaft 
With fuch dexteritie to inceftious foeets. 

It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 

But breake my heart for I moft hold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio, tJMarcelliuand Bernardo. 

Hora. Haile to your Lordfhigf (felfe. 

Ham, I am glad to fee you weif ; Horatio , or Idoe forget my 
Hora. The fame my Lord, and your poore feniant euer. 

Ham. Sirmy good friend, Ilechange that name with you,. 
An d what make youfrom Wittenberg, Horatio t 
Marcellta. 

Mar. My good Lord. 

Bam . I am very glad to fee you (good euen fir) 

But whatin faith make you from Wittenberg ? 

Hora . A truant difpofition good my Lord. 

Ham. I would not hcare your enemie fay fo, 

Nor fhall you doe my care that violence 
To make it trufterofyourowne report 
Againft your felfe, I know you are no truant. 

But what is your affaire in Elfonottre ? 

Wecle teach you for to drinkc ere you depart. 
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The Tragedte */ Hamlet 

/fVra.My Lord, I came to fee your fathers funeral. 

I prethee doe not mock me fellow ftudent, 

I thinkc it was to ttfy mothers wedding. 

Hera. Indeed my Lord it followed hard vpon. 

iTrf*».Thrifc, thrift, Horatio, the funeral bak’t meats 
Did coldly furnifh forth the marriage tables, 

Would I had met my deareft fee in Heauen 
Or euer I had feenc that day Horatio, 

My father me thinkes I fee my father. 

Hora. Where my Lord ? 

Ham. In my minds eic Horatio. 

Hera . I faw him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham. A was a man take him for all in all 
I fliall not looke vpon his like againe. 

Hora. My Lord, I thinkc I faw him yefternighc. 

Ham. Saw, who? 

Hora. My Lord the King your father. 

Ham. The King my father? 

Hora. Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attentiue eare till I may dcliucr 
Vpon the witnefle of thefe Gentlemen 
This maruaile to you. 

Ham. For Gods loue let meheare ? 

Hora. Two nights together HhI thefe Gentlemen, 
Mar all m, and Harnar-do, on th J.t watch, 

In the dead vaft and middle of the nighty 
3cene thus incountrcd, a figure like your father. 
Armed at point, exactly Capapea 
Appeares before them, and with folemne march, 
Goesftow.snd (lately by them; thrice he walkc 
By their oppreft and feare furprized eies, j • 
Within this trnnehions length, whil’ft they omul a 
Almoft to gelly, with the aft of feare 
Stand dumbe and fpeakc not to him; this to me. 

In dreadfull fecrecie impart they did, . * . 

An ‘ \ with them the third night kept the watch, 

Vf ' s'eas they had deliuercd both in time, 

Fo. tne of the thing, each word made true- and good. 
The apparition comes : I knew y out father. 
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Prince of Dc nmarke. 

Thefe hands are not more like. 

Ham But where was this ? , , 

Mar. My Lord vpon the platforme where we w^tcht. 

Ham. Did you not fpcake toil? 

Hora. My Lord, I did, 

4 anfwcr m ade ft none, yet once me thought 
It lifted vp its head and did addreffe 
It felfe to motion, like as it would fpeake : -s 
But euenthen the morning Cock crew loud, 

A 9 d at ^foflnd it fhrunke in haft a way 
And vaniiht from our fight. 

Ham. Tis verie ftrange. 

Hora. As I doe hue my honor'd Lord tis true 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our dutie 
To let you know of it. 

Ham. Indeed firs but this troubles nfe. 

Hold you the watch to night ? 
aill. We doe my Lord. 

Ham. Arm’d fay you? 
j4tt. A' m’d my Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? . 

jlll. My, Lord from head to foot. • ••!> uv* 

Ham. Then faw you not his face ? 

Hora. O yes my Lord, he wore his beauer vp. 

Ham. Whatlook’chcfrowningly? • 

Hora. A countenance more in forrow then manger* 

Ham. Pale or red? < , 

Hora^ Nay verie pale. 

Ham. And fixt his eies vpon you? ' 

Hora. Moft conftantly. 

Ham. I would I had beenc there. 

Hora. It would haue much amaz’d you. 

Ham. Verie like s ftaid it long ? 

Hora. While one w i th moderate hafte might tell a hundreds, 
Both. Longer, longer. 

Hora. Not when I faw’t. 

Ham . His beard was griffcld, no. 

Hora. It was as I haue feenc it in his Me 
A fable filuer’do 

Hm a 
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Tbefragelte ^/Tiamiet 

Unr». I will watch to night 
Perchance twill walke againe. 

Hera. I warn’tit will. 

Haw. If it aflume my noble fathers perfon, 
Ilefpeake to it though hell it felfe fhould gape 
And bid me hold my peace; I pray you all 
If you haue hitherto conceald this fight 
Let it be tenable in your filencc ftill, 

And whatfocuer elfe (hall hap to night, 

Giue itanvnderftanding but no tongue, 

I will requite your loues, fo fare you well: 

Vpon theplatformc twixt eleuen and tweluc 
lie vifit you. 

Our dutie to your honour. Exeunt . 

Ham. Your loues as mine to you, farewell. 

My fathers fpirit (in armtfs) all is not well, 

I doubt feme foule play, would the night were come 
Till then fit ftill my foule, foule deeds will rife 
Though all the earth ore-wheltne them to mens eics. 

Enter Laertet And Ophelia his Siller, 

Laer. My neccffaries are imbarkt, farewell. 

And filler as the winds giue benefit 
And conuay, in alfiftant, doe not fleepe 
But let me heare from you. 

Opbe, Doe you doubt that ? 

Laer, Fdt Hamlet and the trifling of his fauour, 
Hold it a fafliion, and a toy in bloua, 

A violet in theyouth of primieoature, 

Forward, pot permanent, fweet, not lading, 

The perfume aad fuppliance of a minute 
No more 

Opbe. No more but fo. 

Laer. Thinke it no more. 

For nature creflant;does nor grow alone. 

In thevves and bulkes, but as this Temple waxes 
The inward fevuice of the mind and foule 
Growes wide withall, perhaps he loues you now. 
And now no foilc not cautell doth befmerch 
The vettue of his wity but you muft fcarc. 
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Prim of Denmarkc7 

His greatneffe waid, his will is not his owne. 

He may not as vnualued perfons doe, 

Crauefor himfelfe, for on his choice depends 
The fafetie and health of this whble Rate, 

'And therefore mufthrs choife be’circumfcrib’d, 
Vnto the voice and yeelding of that bodie, 

Whereof he is the hcad,chenifhefaies he loues you, 
It fits your wifdome fo farre to belceue it 
As he in hisjjarticular z&. and place 
May giue his faying deed , which is no further. 

Then the maine voice of Denmark# goes withall. 
Then weigh whatlofle ydur honour may fuftaine. 

If with too credent eare you lift his fongs 
Or loofe your heart, or your chaft treafureopen, 
Tohis vnmaftred importunitie. 

Fearc it Ophelia, feare it mydeare lifter. 

And keepe you in the reare of your affe&ion 
Out of the (hot and danger of defire, 

“ The charieft maide is prodigall enough 
If /he vnmaske her beautieto the Moonc, 

“ Vertue it felfe Icapes not calumnious ftrokes 
“ The Canker gaules the infant of the Spring 
Too oft before their buttons be difclos’d. 

And in the morne and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blaftments are moft iminent. 

Be wane then, beft fafetie lies in feare. 

Youth to it felfe rebels, though none elfe neere. 

Opbe. I (hall the effed of this good lefion keepe. 

As watchmen to my heart : but good my brother 
Doe not as forae vngracious Pallors doe. 

Shew me the fteepe and chornie way to heauen 
Whiles a puft, and recklcs libertine, 

Himfelfe the primrofepath of daliance treads. 

And reakes not his o wne Reed. Enter P olenites. 

Laer. O feare me not, 

I flay too long, but hcere my father conies 
A double blefling, is a double grace, 

Occafion fmiles vpon a fccond leaue. 

Pel. Yet here Laertet? aboord,aboord for fhame. 

C 
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The wind (its in the fhoulder of your fa-ile, ’’ 

And you are (fated for, there my bleffing with thee-. 

And thefe few precepts in thy mcmoric 

Looke thou character, giue thy thoughts no tongue, 

Nor any vnproportio'i ? d thought his a<£t. 

Be thou familiar, but by no meanes vulgar, 

Tbofe friends thou baft and their adoption tried, 

Grapple them vnto thy foule with hoopes of fteele, 

But doe nor dull thy palme with entertainment 
Of each new hatcht vnfledgd courage ; beware 
Of entrance to a quarrcll, but being in, 

Bcartthat th’oppofermay beware of thee;. 

Giue eueric man thy care, but few thy voice, 

Take each mans cenfute, butreferue thy judgement, 

Coftly thy habit as thy purfe can buy, 

But not expreft in fancie; rich not gaudie, 

For the apparell oft proelaimcs the man : 

And they in France of the beft rankc and fta 
Arc of a moftfcleft and generous, chiefe in t tat : 

Neither a borrower nor a lender boy, 

For loue oft loofe> both it fclfe and friend, 

And borrowing dulletb the edge of husbandry r 
This aboue all, to thine owne felfe be true 
And it muft follow as the night the day 
Thou canft nor then befalfe to any man : 

Farewell my bleffing feafon this in thee. 

Laer. Moft humbly doe I take my leaue my Lord. 

Pol. The time inuefts you, go.yourferuants tend, 

Laer. Farewell Ophelia, and remember well 
What I haue faid to you, 

Opbe. Tis io my memorie lockt 
And you your fclfe (hall keepe the key of it. 

Laer. Farewell. Exit, Laertes * 

Pol. What ift Ophelia he hath faid to you ? 

Ophe. Sopleafeyou, fomething touching the Lord Hamlet, 
Pol. Marrie well bethought 
Tis told me he hath very oft of late 
Giuen priuate time to you, and you your felfe 
Haue of your audience beene moft free and bounteous, 



Prince of Denmarfee. 1 

If it be fo, as fo tis put on me. 

And that in way of caution I muft tell you. 

You doe not vnderftand your felfe fo cleercly 
As it behooues my daughter and your honour, 

What is betweene you giue me rp the truth. 

Ophe. He hath myLord of late made many tenders 
Of his affe&ion to me. 

Pol. Affe£Hon,puh,you (peake like a greene girle, 

Vnfifted infuch perillous circumftance. 

Doe you beleeuc his tenders, as you call them ? 

Ophe. I doe not know my Lord what I fhould thinke. 

Pol, Marrie I will teach you, thinke your fclfe a babie, 
Thatyou haue cane thefe tenders fortruepay. 

Which are not fterling : tender your fclfe more dcarely 
Or (not to cracke the wind of the poore phrafe) 

Wrong it thus, youle tender me a foole. 

Ophe. My Lord he hath importun'd me with loue 
la honorable fafhion. 

Pol. I, fafhion you may call it, goe to, goe to. 

Ophe. And hath giuen countenance to his fpeech 
My Lord, with almoft all the holy vowes ofheauen. 

Pel. I, fpringes to catch Wood-cocks, I do know 
When the bloud burnes,how prodigall the foule 
Lends the tongue vowes, thefe blazes daughter 
Giuing more light then heate, extinct in both 
Eucn in their promife, as it is a making 
You muft not tak’t for fire : from this time 
Be fome thing fcanter of your maiden prefence 
Set your intreatments at a higher rate 
Then acommand to parle ; for Lord Hamlet, 

Belceue fo much in him, that heis young. 

And with a larger teder may he walke 
Then may be giuen you : in few Ophelia, 

Doe not beleeuc his vowes, for they are Brokers 
Not of that die which their inueftroents (hew 
But meere implorators ofvnholy fuites. 

Breathing like fan&ificd and pious bonds 
The better to beguile : this is for all, 
i would not in plains tcrracs from this time forth 

C * Haue 
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Haue y ou fo flander any moments leifore 
As to oine words or talkc with the Lord 
Looke coo't I charge you^corne y< 

Of he. Jfhall obejrr 

Enter Hamlet, tioratie.a* 

Ham. The aire bites fhroudly, it is 
Hora , It is nipping, and an i 
Ham. What houre now 
Hora. I thinke it lackes 
Mar. JNo,k isflropkc 
Hora. Ihdeedjjl heard it 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to 
What docs this mearie my Lord ) f ets$ and two Feecos gw off > 

Ham. The King doth walkc to night and takes his rowfc,. 

Keeps waffell and the fwaggering Yp c |pring reeles : 

And as he draines his drafts of Rbcniui.downe, 

The Kettle Drumme and Trumpet, thus bray put. 

The triumph of his pledge. 

Hora. Is it a cuftomc ? 

Ham. I niarrie ift, . 

But to my mind,;though I ana natiue heers 
And to the manner borne, it is a cuftome 
Mote honourd in the breach, then the obferuance,. 

This_heauie-hcaded reuell E.aft and Weft 

Makes vs traduc'd and taxed of other Nations, 

They clip vs Drunkards and with fwinnhphralc 

Soile our addition, and, indeed it takes ... 

From ouratchieuements, though perform d at height. 

The pith and marow of our attribute,, 

So oft it chances in particular men, 

Thatfor fome vicious mole of nature in them 
As in their birth wherein they are not guiltie, 

(Since nature cannot choofe his origen). 

By their ore- grow’th of lomc complexion 
Oft breaking downe the Pales and Forts qf Llealotv, 

Or by fome habit that too much ore-leauens 
The forme of plaufiue manners, tharthefe tnen 
Carrying I fay theftampe ofo.ne defeat 
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Being Natures liucry, or Fortunes ftarre, 

His Vertues els be they as pure as grace. 

As infinite as man may vndergoe. 

Shall in the generalleenfure take corruption 
From that particular fault t the dram of eafe 
Doth all the noble fubftaneeof a doubt 
Tohisovvnefcandall. 

Enter Ghofi . 

Hora. Looke my Lord it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend vs P 
Be thou a fpirit of health, or Goblin damn d. 

Bring with thee aires fromheaucn,or blaftsfrom hcl* 

Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 

Thon corn’ll in fuch aqueftionable fhape, 

That I will fpeake to thee, lie call thee Hamlet, 

King, Father, Royall Dane, O anfwere me. 

Let me not burft in ignorance, but tell • • = > • 

Why thy canoniz’d bones hcarfed in death 

Haue burft their cerements ? why the Sepulchre,, 

Wherein we faw thee quietly interred 
Hath op’t his ponderous and marble iawes, 

To call thee vpagaine? what may this meane 
That thou dead coarfe, againe in complcat ftcele 

Reuifites^hus the glimpfesof theMoone, 

Making night hideous, and we fooles of Nature 

So horridly to (hake our difpofition 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our foules, 

Say why is this, wherefore^ what lhould we doe ? 'Becfynt„ 

Hora. It beckons you to goe away with it 
As if it feme impartmentdid defire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Looke with what courteous aftion 
It waues you to a more rerapoued ground. 

But doe not gpe with it. 

Hora. No,bynomeanes. 

Ham. It will not fpeake, then I will follow it. 

Hora. Doc not my Lord. 

Ham. Why? what ftiouttfly|& feare, 

I doc not fet uiy life at a ePtocsfee, 

C 3/ ' And! 
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And for my foule, what can it doc to that 
Being a thing immortall as it felfe j 
Ic waues me forth againe, 11c followif. 

Hora. What if it tempt you towards the flood my Lord, 

Or to the drcadfull i'omnet of the cleefe 
That bettels ore his bafe into the Sea, 

And there affume fome other horrible forme 
Which might depriue your Soueraigntic of reafon, 

And draw you into madneffe, thinke of it, 

The verte place puts toyes of defperation 
Without more motiuc, into eucry braine 
That lookes fo many fadomes to the Sea 
And heares it rorc beneath. 

Ham. It waues me ft ill, 

Goe on, He follow thee. 

Mar. You (hall not goe my Lord. 

Ham. Hold off your hand*. 

Hora. Be rul’d, you (hall not goe. 

j Ham. My fate cries out 
And makes each pettie attire in this bodie 
As hardic as the Nemean Lions ncrue ; 

Still ami cald, vnhand me Gentlemen 
By heauen lie make a Ghoft of him that lets me, 

I fay away, goe one, lie follow thee. Exit Ghoft and Hamlet « 

Hora. He waxes defperate with imagination. 

tMar. Lets follow, tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Hora. Haue after, to what iffuc will this come ? 

c SVlar. Something is rotten in the date of Denmark*. 

Hora. Heauen will dtre£f it. 

Mar , Nay lets follow him. Extant * 

Enter Ghoft and Hamlet. 

Ham. Whether wilt thou lcade me, fpeake, lie go no further. 

Ghoft. Markeme. 

Ham . I will. 

Ghoft. Myhoureisalraoftcome 
When 1 tofulphrous and tormenting flames 
Muft render vp my felfe. - 

ghoft. 



Print* of T> enmarke. 

Ghon. Pittie mee not but lend my ferious hearing to 

what I (hallvnfold. 

Ham Speake I am bound to heare. 

Ghon. So art thou torcuenge, when thou (halt heare. 

Ham. What ^ 

Ghoft. I am thy fathers fpirit, 

Ooom’d for a cer taine teatme to walke themgbt, 

And for the day confin’d to fall in fires. 

Till the foule crimes done in my daies of nature 
Ate burnt and purg’d away s but that I am forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my prifon-houfe, 

I could a talevnfoldwhofe lighted word 

Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy young bloud. 
Make thy two eieslike ftarres flart from their Spheres,. 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part, 

And each particular haire to dand an end, 

Like quils vpon thefearefull Porpentine : 

But this eternall blazon mud not .be • 

To eares offlefh and bloud, lift, lift, O lift, 

If thou did’ft euer thy deare father loue. 

' Gb^ftjic uenge his foule, and mod vnnatural murther. 
Ham. Murther. ...... 

Gholf. Murther moft foule, as in the bed it i», 

But this moft foule, ftrange andvnnaturall. 

Ham. Hade me to know’t,that I with wings as fwifr. 
As meditation, or the thoughts of loue 
May fweepe to my reuengc. 

Ghoft. I find thee ape, 

And duller (houldeft thou be then the fat weed 
That roots it felfe ip cafe on Lethe wharffe, 

Would’ft thou not ftirrein this; now Hamlet heare, 

Tis giuen out, that flfeeping in my Orchard, 

A Serpent dung me, fo the whole care of Denmarke 

Is by a forged proccffe of my death 

Rankely abufed : bu t know thou noble Youth, 

The Serpent that did fting thy fathers life 
Now weates hi> Crowne. 

Ham. Omy Prophctikefoulcmy Vnde. 
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Ghofl. I that inceftuous, that adulterate heart. 

With witchcraft of his wits, with tray terous gifts, 

O wicked wit, and gifts that haue the power 
So to feduce; wonne to his fhamefull luft 
The will of my moft feeming vertuous Queene; 

0 Hamlet, what falling off was there . 

Fromme whofe loue was of that dignitie 

Thatit went hand in hand, euen with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage, and to decline 
Vpon a wretch whofe naturall gifts were poore, 

Tothofe of mine; but vertuc as it neuer will be mooued. 
Though lewdneffe court it in a fhape of Hcauen 
So but though to a radiant Angle linckt. , , 

Will fort it fclfe in a celeftiall bed 
And prey on garbage. 

But foft, me thinkes I feent the morning aire, 

Briefe let me be; deeping within my Orchard, 

My curtome alwaies of the afternoone, 

Vpon my fecure houre,thy Vnde ftole 
With iuiceof curfed Hebonaina Viall, 

And in the porches of my eares did poure. 

The leprous diftilment, whofe cffc& 

Holds fuch an enmitie with bloud of man. 

That fwift as Quick-filueric courfes through 
The naturall gates and allies of thc.bodie. 

And with a fodaine vigour it doth poffeffe 
And curde like eager droppings into milke. 

The thinne and wholfomc bloud; fo did it mine. 

And a mod inftant Tetter barkt about 
MoftLazerlike with vile and lothfomc cruft 
All myimooth bodic. 

Thus was I deeping by a brothers hand, 

Oflife, of Crowne, of Queene at once difpatcht. 

Cut off euen in thebloffomcs of my done, 

Vianuzled, difappointed, vn-anucld, 

No reckning made, but lent to my account 
With all my imperfe&ions on roy head, 

O horrible, O horrible, moft horrible. 

If thou haft nature in theebcareitnot, 
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let not the Royall bed of Denmark? be 
A Couch for Luxurie and damned Inceft. 

But howfomeuer thou purfues this a#, 

Taint not thy mind, nor ler thy fotile contriue 
Againft thy mother ought, leauc her to heauen. 

And to jhofe thornes that in her bofome lodge 
To prick and fling her : fare thee well at once. 

The Gloworme fhewes the marine to beneere 
And gins to pale his vneffedhiall fire, 

Adiew, adiew, adiew, remember me. 

Ham.O allyouhoftofheauenlO earthlwhat etfe. 

And Ihall I couple hell, O fie 1 bold my heart, 

Aud you my finewes; grow not inftant old. 

But beare me fwiftly vp ; remember thee, 

I thou poore Ghoft whiles memorie holds a feat 
In this diftia<fted Globe, remember thee, • 

Yea, from the table of my memorie 
He wipe away all triuiall fond records. 

All faw of Bookes, all formes, all preffures paft 
That youth and obferuation coppicd there. 

And thy commandement all alone ftiall Hue, 

Within the Bookc and volume of my braine 
Vmnixt with bafer matter, yes by beauen. 

O moft pernicious woman. 

O villaine, villaine, fmiling d amned villaine, 

My tables, meet it is I fee it downe 

That one may fmile, and fmile, and be a villaine. 

At leaft I am fure it may be fo in Denmark?* 

So Vncle, there you are, now to ray word. 

It is adiew, adiew, remember me. 

Ihauefwotne't. 

Enter Horatio, and M dree Sm. 

Horn* My Lord, my Lord. 

Mar , Lord Hamlet. 

Hora. Heauens fecure him. 

Ham. So be it. 

Mur. Illo, ho, ho, my Lord. 

Hum , Hillo, ho, ho, boy come, and come, 

' \ ' D Mar. 

■ " \ ■ '■ 
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zfflar. How ift my noble Lord ? 
flora. Owonderfull! 

Hor. Good my Lord tell it. 

Ham. No, you willreucalc it. 

Hor a. Not I my Lord by Heauen. 

Mar. Nor I my Lord. 

Ham. How fay you then, would heart of man once thinke it, 
But you’le be r * ’ret. 

Both. I by heauen. 

Ham. There’s neuer a vilUine, 

Dwelling in all Detmakf 

But he*s an arrant Knaue. ■ . 

Hora. There needs no Ghoft my Lord, come from the giant; 
To tell vs this. 

Ham ■ Why right, you are in the right, 

And fo without more.circum^ anc ^ 

I hold it fit that we fliake hands and parr, 

You, as your bufmeffe aud defire (ball point you, 

For euery man hath bufinefle and defire 

Such as it is, and for ray owne poore part 
1 W Hor°. C Thefc are but wild and whurling words roy Lord*. 



Yes faith heartily. 

Hora. There’s nooffencs my Lord* 

Ham. Yes by saint Patrick , bu t there is Horatio, 

And much offence to, touching this vifion hcere, 

It is an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you, 

For your defire to know what is betweene vs, 

Ore-mafter’t as you may, and now good friends, 

As you are friends, Schollers,and Souldiers, 

Giue me one poore requeft. 

Hora. What ift my Lord, we will. 

Ham. Neuer make kno wne what you haue leene tonight* 



Both. My Lord we will not. 
Ham. Nay butfweare’t. 

Hora. In faith my Lord not I. 
tMar 0 Not I my Lord in faith* 
Ham . Vpon my Swords 



Prince tfDtnmnke. 

Mart WehaUe fworne my Lord alreadie. 

Ham. Indeed vpon my Sword, indeed. 

Ghoft crits vitder the Stage. 

Ghoft. Sweare. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy, fay’ft thou fo, art thou there true penny ? 
Come on, you heare this fellow in the Sellerige, 

Confent to fweare. 

Hora. Propofe the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Neuer to fpeake of this that you haue feene, 

Sweare by my Sword. 

Ghoft. Sweare. 

Ham. Hie, & vbtfy, then weele fhife our ground : 

Come hether Gentlemen, 

And lay your bands againe vpon my Sword, 

Sweare by my Sword 

Neuer to fpeake of this that you haue heard. 

(jhoft. Sweare by his Sword. 

Ham. Well laid old Mole, canft worke it’h earth fo fall, 

A worthy Pioner once more remooue good friends. 

Hora. O day and night, but this is wondrous ftrange. 

Ham. And therefore as a ftranger giue it welcome. 

There are more things in heauen and earth Horatio , 

Then aredream’tof inyourPhilofophy vbuc come 
Heere as before, neuer fo helpe you mercy, 

(Howftrange oroddefo merel bearemy felfe. 

As I perchance hereafter Ihall thinke meet. 

To put an Ant ike difpofition on 

That you at fuch times feeing me, neuer fhall 

With armesincombred thus, or this head (hake. 

Or by pronouncing of fome doubtful] phrafe, 

As,wel,well we know, or we could and if we would. 

Or if we lift to fpeake, or there be and if they might. 

Or fuch ambiguous giuing out, to note) 

That you know ought of me, this do fweare, 

So grace and mercy at your moft.need helpe you. 

Ghoft, Sweare. 

Ham. Reft, reft perturbed fpirit : fo Gentlemen, 

With all my loue I doe commend me to you, 

D a ai- And 
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Ars^ what To poore a man as Hamlet is, 

May doe t’exprcffe his loue and friending to you 
God willing Mnot lackc : let vs goe in together, 
And (fill your fingers on your bps I pray. 

The time is out ofioynt ,0 curled fpight! 

That euer I was borne to fet it righc, 

Nay come, lets goe together. Exeunt.. 

Enter old Polonitts , with his man or two. 
Pol. Giue him this mony,and thefe two notes Reynalt 
"Rey. I will my Lord. 

/W.You fhal do marucllous wifely good Reynaldo. 
Before you vifit him, to make inquire, 
Ofhisbehauiour. 

. Rey. My Lord, I did intend it. 

'Pol. Marrie well faid,very well faid;loqke you hr. 
Enquire me firft what Danskers are in Paris. 

And how, & who,whac means, and where they keep, 
What company, at what expence, and finding, 

By this en complement and drift of queftion 
That they do know my fonne, come yon more neercr 
Then your particular demands will tuch it, 

Take you as’cwerefome diftant knowledge of him, 

As thus, I know his father, and his friends. 

And in part him, doe you marke this Reynaldo ? 

Rey. I, very well my Lord. 

Pol. And in part him, but you may fay, not well. 
But y’ft be he I meanc, he’s verie wilde, 

Addi&ed fo and fo, and thereput on him 
What forgeries you pleafe, marrie nope fo ranke 
As may difhonour him, take heed of that. 

But fir, fuch wanton, wild, and vfuall flips. 

As are companions noted and moft knowne 
To youth and libertie. 

Rey. As gaming my Lord. 

Pol. I, or drinking, fencing, fwcaring. 
Quarrelling, drabbing,youmay goe fo farre, 

Rey. My Lord, that would difhonour him. 

Pol. Faith as you may feafon it in the charge.- 



Tfoi 
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You muft not put another fcand all on him, 

That’s'not my mSS|>t brSth his fauls fo quently 
That they may feeme the taints of libertie. 

The flafh and out*breake of a fierie mind, 

A fauageneffe in vnreclaimed bioud, 

Ofgenerall arfault. 

Rey. But my good Lord. 

Pol* Wherefore fhould you aoe this ? 

Rey. I my Lord, I would know that. 
pol. Marrie fir, hecre’s my drift, 

And I beleeue it is a fetch of wit, 

You laying thefe flight fullies on my fonne 
As t’were a thing a little foilde with working, 

Marke you, your partie in conuerfe, him you would found) 
Hauing euer feene in the prenominate crimes 
The youth you breath of guiltie, be allur'd 
He elofes with you in this confcquence, 

Good fir (orfo) or friend, or gentleman. 

According to the phrafe, or the addition 
Ofman and Countrie, 

2^7. Verie good my Lord. 

Pol. And then fir doos a this, a doos:what was I about to fay > 
By the maffc I was about to fay fome thing. 

Where did I leaue ? 

Rey. At elofes in the confequence. 

Pol, Atclofcs in the confcquence, I manic, 

He elofes thus, I know the Gentleman 
I faw him yeflerday, or th* other day. - 

Qr then, or then, with fuch or fuch,and as you fays 
There was a gaming there, or tooke in’s rowfe, 

There falling out at T ennis, or perchance 
fTaw him enter fuch or fuch a houfe of fale. 

Videlicet , a Brothell or fo forth, fee you now. 

Your bait of falfhood s take this carpe of truth,. 

And thus doe we of wifdome, and of reach, 

With windlefles : and with affayes of bias, 

By indire&s find directions out. 

So by my former le&urc and aduife 

D i shall 
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Shall you my Tonne; you haue me, haue you not ? 

Rey. My Lord, I haue. 

Pol. God buy yee, far yee well. 

Rey. Good my Lord. 

Pol. Obferue his inclination in your felfe. 

Rey. I (hall my Lord. 

Pol. And let him ply his Mufick. 

Rey. Well my Lord. Exit Rey. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Polo. Farwel.How now Ophelia, whacs the matter? 

Ophe. O my Lord,myLord,I haue binfo affrighted 

Polo . With what i’th name of God } 

Ophe * Mr Lord, as I was Towing in my Cloffet, 
Lord Hamlet with his doublet all vnbrac’d, 

No hat vpon his head his ftockins fouled, 
Vngartred, and downe gyred to his ankle. 

Pale as hisfhirt, his knees knocking each other. 

And with a lookc To pittious in purport 
As if he had beene loofed out of hell 
Tofpeakeof horrors, he comes before me. 

Pol. Mad for thy loue ? 

Ophe. My Lord I doe not know. 

But truly I doe feare it. 

Polo. What faid he ? 

Ophe. He took me by the wrift, and held me hard. 
Then goes he to the length of all his arme. 

And with his other hand thus ore his brow. 

He fals co Tuch perufall of my face 
As a would draw it; long ftaid he To, 

At laff, a little fhaking of mine arme, 

And thrice his head thuswauiog vp and downe, - 
He raifed a figh fo pittious and profound, 

As it did feeme to (hatter all his bulkc. 

And end his being ; that done, he lets me goc. 

And wich his head ouer bis (houlders turn'd 
He feem’d to find his way without his eyes. 

For out ofdoores he went without their hclpes, 

And to the laft bended their light on me. 



Prince tfDe nmarke. 

Polo. Come, goc with me, I will go feeke the King, 
This is the very extafic of loue, 

Whofe violent propertie forgoes it lelfe, 

And leads the will to defperate vndercakmgs 
As oft as any palfions vndcr heauen 
That does afflifl our natures : l am fornc. 

What haue you giuen him any hard words of late? 

Ophe. No my good Lord, but as you did command 

I did repell his Letters : and denied 
His acceffetome. 

Pol. That hath made him mad, 

I am forrie.that with better heed and iudgement 

I had not cored him, I feafd he did but trifle 

And meant to wracke thee, but beflirow my Iealeufie; 

By heauen it is as proper to our age 

To caft beyond ourfelues in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger fort 

To laeke difcrction jeome, goe we to the King, 

This muft be knowne , which being kept clofe,might moue 
More griefe to hide, then hate to vtter loue, - 
Come. Exetmt. 

Plortfh. Enter King and Qtuene , Refenctam and 

Guy/de»(lerne, 

King. Welcome deere Rofencratu and Guyldenfterne r 
Moreoucr, that we much did long to fee you. 

The need we haue to vfe you did prouoke 
Our haftie fending, fomething haue you heard 
Of Hamlets transformation fo call it, 

Sith norjh’ exterior, nor the inward man 
Refembles that it was, what it fhould be, 

More then his fathers death ,that thus hath put him, 

So much from thevnderftandingof himfelfe 
1 cannot dreame of : I intreat you both, 

That being of fo young dayes brought vp with him,.. 

And fith fo neighboured to his youth and hauour. 

That you vouchfafe your reft heere in our Court 
Some little time, fo by your companies. 

To draw him on toplcafurea,and to gather 
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So much as from occafion you may gleane, 
Whctherought to vs ▼nknowfie affli&s him thus. 
That opend lies within our rcmedie. 

Quce.GooA gentlemen, be hath much talkt ofyou. 
And lure I am, two men there arc not liuing. 

To whom he more adheres, if it will pleale you 
To fhew vs fo much gentry and good will, 

As to extend your time with vs a while. 

For the fupply and profit ofour hope, 

, Your vifitatio'n fhall receiue fuch thankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Rof. Both your Maiefties 
Might by the Soueraigne poweryou haue of vs, 

Pnt your dread plcaliires more into command 
Then to intrcacie. 

Gttyl. But we both obey. 

And here giue vp our fclues in the full bent, - 
To lay our feruice freely at your feet. 

Ktug. Thanks Rofc*craui t *x\A gentle Guyldenfterne, 
^wc.Thanks Gny/denJlcrne^nA gentle Rofcencraui. 
And befeech you inftantly to vifit 
My too much changed fonne : goefomc of you 
And bring theft Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

6»y.Heauens make our presence and our practices 
Pleafant and hclpfull to him. 

Q»se. I Amen. Exeunt Rof, and Guy/. 

'• i| „ j Enter Polontw. 

Eol % Th embafladors from Norway my good Lord 
Are joyfully return’d. 

. King. Thou fliil haft bin the facher'of good newel. 

Pol. Haue I my Lord? I affure my good Liege 

I hold my dutie as I hold my foule. 

Both to my God, and to my gracious King ; 

And I doe thinke, or elfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the travle of policie fo furc 
As it hath vs’d to doe, that I haue found 
The very caufe of Hamlets lunacie. 

King, O fpeake of that, that doe J long to heare« 
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Polo. Glut firft admittance to the EmbaffdOM, 

Mv newts fhall be the ;iuic to that great feaft. 

King. Thy fclfe doe grace to them,and bring them in. 

He ttlsme my decree : Gertrud he hath found 
The head and fource of all your fonnes diftempe-r, 

Ouee. I doiibt.it is no other but the maine, 

Himthers death, and our haftie marriage. 

Enter Embaffadort. 

King. Well, we (hall lift him, welcome my good friends, 
Say Koltemand, what from our brother Norway ? 

Volte. Molt fairereturne of greetings and dcfirci; 

Vpon our firft, he fent out tofupprefie 
His Nephe wes leuies, which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation gainft the Poltackpi 
But better lookt into, he truly found 
It was againft yourHigbnefle, whereat grieu’d 
That fo his ficknefle, age, ami impotence 
Was falfly borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On Fortenbrafe, which be in briefe obeyes, 

Receiues rebuke from Norway , and in fine. 

Makes vow before his Vnde neuer more 
To g:ue th’affay of Arraes againft your Maieftie ; 

Whereon old Norway. ouercome with ioy, 

Giuts him threefcore thoufand crownes in anual fee. 

And his commiflion to imploy thofc Souldiers, 

So leuied (as before) againft the c Pollack* % 

With an entreaty herein further flrone, 

Th t it might pleafe you to giue quiet paffe 
Through your Dominions for this enterprize 
On fuch regards offafetie and allo wance 
As therein are fet downe. 

King. Ir likes vs well, 

.And at our more confidered time, weele read, 

Anfwer, and thinke vpon this bufineffe s 
Meane time, we thank you for your wel took labour, 

G o to your reft, at night weele feaft together, 

Moft welcome home. . Exeunt Embajfadortc 

Pol, This bufinefle is well ended, 



My 
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My Liege and Madam, to expeftulate 
Whatmaieftie (hoirid be, wbut ducieis, 

Why d:iy is day, night night, and time is time, 

W ere nothing but to wafic night, day, and time. 

Therefore breuitie is the foule of wit, 

And tedioufneffe the limmes and outward fiotiftes^ 

1 will be briefe your noble fonne is mad : 

Mad call I it, for to define true madnefTe, 

What ift but to be nothing elfe but mad ? 

But let that goe. 

Quee. More matter with lefTe art. 

Pol, Madam, I fwearc Ivfe no art at all. 

That he’s mad tis true, tis true, tis pittie. 

And pittie tis, tis true, a foolifh figure. 

But farewell it, for I will vfe no art, 

Mad let vs grant him then, and now remained 
That we find out the caufe of this effed, . 

Or rather fay the caufe of this defe& 

For this effe&defe&iue comes by caufe 
Thus it remaines and the remainder thus 
Perpend, 

2 haue a daughter, haue while fire is mine, 

Who in her dutie and obedience, ma?ke, 

Hath giuen me this, now gather and furmife, 

To the Celesliall and my foule s Idotl the moll beautified 
Ophelia, that's an ill pbrafe, a vile pbrafe, beauti- 
fied is a •vile pbrafe , but you (ball heart i tbttt in her 
excellent white bofome, tbefe &c. 

Quee. Came this from Hamlet to her ? 

Pel. Good Madam ftay awile, I will be faithful], 

Doubt thou the fiars are fiee. Letter. 

Doubt that the Sunne doth mom, 

Doubt truth to be a Iyer, 

'Butneuer doubt llotte. 

O deer t Ophelia, I am ill at thefe numbers, I haue not art « 
reckon my groanes, but that I loue thee beft, oh mod beft be- 
leeue it ! adiew. Thine euermore mod deare Ladie, whileft thii 
machine is to him. 

Pol Q This in obedience hath my daughter fiiown me ( Ifamltt* 
And more about hath his foliating* 

b> 
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As they fell out by time, by meancs, and place. 

All giuen to mine earc. . 

King. But how bath (he recetu d hts loue ? 

Pol. What doc you thinke of roe f 

Kino. As ofa man faithfull and honourable. 

Pol. I would faine proue fo, but what might you thinke 
When I had feene this hot loue on the wing ? 

As I perceiu’d it (I mufl tell you that) 

Before my daughter told me, what might you, 

Or my deare Maicftie your Queene heerc thinke. 

If I had plaid the Deske, or Table-booke, 

Or giuen my heart a working mute and dumbe,. 

Or lookt vpon this loue with idle fight. 

What might you thinke?no, I went round to worke, 

And my young Miftrefle this I did befpeake. 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy ftarre, 

This muftnorbesand then I prescripts gaue her 
That fhe fhould locke her felfe from his refort, 

Admit no meffengers, receiue no tokens. 

Which done fhe cooke the fruits of my aduife, 

And he repcl’d, a fhort tale to make. 

Fell into a fadneffe, then into a faft. 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weakncfTe, 

Thence to lightnefTe, and by this dcclenfion. 

Into the madnefle wherein now he raues, 

A nd all we mourne for. 

King. Doe you thinke this ? 

Quee. It may be very like. 

Pol, Hath there beene fuch a time, I would faine kno w that* 
That I haue pofitiuely faid, tis fo, 

When it prou’d otherwife ? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this, from this, iftbis be otherwife j 
If circumftances leade me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Centre. 

King, How may we trie it further ? 

To/. You know fometimes he walkes fourc houres together 
Hecrc in the Lobbie. 

E V - 
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Quee. So he does indeed. 

Pol. At fuch a time; ile loofe roy daughter to him, 

Be you and 1 behind an Arras then, 

Marke the encounter, if he loue her not. 

And be not from his reafonfalne thereon 
Let me be no affiftant for a State 
But kcepe a Farme and Carters. 

King. We will trie it. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Quee. But looke where fadly the poore wretch comet reading, 

Pol. Away, I do befeech you both away.Ea-*/ Kwg and Queem, 
Ile boord him prcfentlyj oh giuc me lcauc, 

How docs my good Lord Hamlet ? 

Ham. Well, God a mercy. 

Pol. Doe you know me my Lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well, you are a Fifhmongcr. 

Pol. NotlmyLord. 

Ham. Then I would you were fo honeft a man. 

Pel. Honcllmy Lord. 

Ham. 1 fir to be honeft as this world goes. 

Is to be one man pick: out of ten thou! and, 

Pol. That's very true my Lord. 

• Ham. For if the Sun breed maggots in a dead dogge, beings 
good kiffing carrion. Haue you a daughter? 

Pol . I haue my Lord. 

Ham , Let her not walkci'th Sun, conception is a bjeffing, 
But as your daughter may conceiue, friend looke to’t. 

Pol '. How fay you by that, ft 11 harping on my daughter, yet 
he knew me not at firft,a faid I was a Fifhmonger,a is farre gone, 
and truly in my youth, I fuffered much extremity for loue , very 
neerechis. lie fpeake to him agains. What doe you readercy 
Lord. 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Pol. What is the matter my Lord, 
v i Ham. Bctweene who, 

Pol . I meanc the matter that you read my Lord. 

Ham. Slanders fir; fort he Satcricall Rogue fates here, thatoid 
men haue grey beards, that their faces arc wrinkled , their eies 
purging thick Amber, and Plum-tree Gum, and that they hauei 
, , » plenty 
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i % Tnl I heke of wit, together with molt weake hams.alt xvhich 

walke out of the arte my Lord ? 

Indeed that’s out of the aire;how pregnant fometime? 

Tolo. Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham. Thefe tedious old fooles. . 

Polo. You goe to feeke the Lord Hamlet, there he *s. 

Pof.God faueyou fir. 

GhjI. My honor’d Lord. 

Sf^MyTxdellent good friends, how doft thou Gmldenfterne? 
A Re, fetter am, good lads how doe you both ? 

RoK As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Guyl. Happy, in that we are not eucr happy on Fortunes lap, 

Wc are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the foies of herihooei 

TlKn y?u lLel’out her waft.ot in the middle of her fa ; 

Gayl. Faith her priuates we. . ' : . vH ors » 

Ha. In the fecret parts of fortune, oh moft true,lne is a ltrumpet 

Whatnewes? , . n , 

RoC. None my Lord, but the worlds growne honeft. (true; 

Ham. Then is Doomes dayneere, but yournewes n not 
But in the beaten way otfriendftup.what make you at Elfonoure ? 
Rof. To vifityoumy Lord,no otheroccafion» 

JLjfw.Repger th'tl am,I am euer poore in thankes,but I thank 
you, and fure deare friends, my thanks are too dearc a halfpenyj 
wereyou not fent fot?.is it your ewnc inclining?!* ita free vifita 
sion? come, come,deaie iufllv wit 
Gftjl. What fhould wc fay m 



b me, come, come, nay fpeake. 
y Lend ? 
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Ham.hny thing but to’th purpofe;you were fent for,and there 
isakjmdcfconfeflioninyourlookes,which your modefties haue 
not.fcraft enough to cullour , I know the good King and Queene 
hatfe fent for you. 

Rof. To what end my Lord ? 

Hap*. That you mull teach me : but let me coniure you, by the 
Rights of our fellowfhip, by the confonancieofouryouth,by the 
obi gation of our euer prefeiued loue ; and by what more deare 
a better propofer ean change you withal,be euen and diredt with 
mee whetheryou were fent for or no. 

Rof. What fay you ? 

Hatn.N ay then I haue an eieofyou,ifyc ulouetne hold not off. 
Guyl. My Lord we were fent for. 

Ham.l will tell you why fo fhall,my anticipation preuent yout 
difcoucrie & your fecrccic to the King and Queen moult no fca. 
ther, I haue oflate, but wherefore 1 know not, loft all my mirth, 
forgon all cuftome of exercifcs , and indeede it goes foe heauily 
with my difpolition,thac this goodly frame the earth, feems to me 
a flerill promontorie, this moft excellent Canopic the aire, looke 
you, this brane ore- hanged firmament, this maiefticall roofe fret- 
ted with golden fire, why it appearth nothing to mee but a foule 
and peftiletit congregation of vapours. What peece of workeis 
a man, how noble in reafon,how infinit in faculties, in forme and 
moouing,how exprefle and admirable in adlion, bow like an An. 
gell in apprehension, how like a God : the beautie of the world; 
the parragon of Annimales,&yet to me, what is this quinteffcnce 
of duft ? man delights not mee nor woman neither, though by 
your foiling you feeme to fay fo. 

Rof. My Lord there was no fuch ftuffe in my thoughts. 

//<««. Why did yee laugh then, when I faid man delights not me. 

Rof. To thmke my Lord if you delight not in man,what Lenten 
entertainment the plaiers fhall recciuefrom you, wee coted them 
on the way, and fcether are the coming to offer you feruice. 

Harp. He that plaies the King fhall be welcome, his Maiefte 
(hall haue tribute on mee , theaduentcrous Knight fhall vfe his 
foyle and target, the louer fhall not ling gratis, the humorous mafl 
fhall end his part in pe-ce and the Ladic fhall fay hermindfredy: 
or the blanke verfe fhall hault for’t. What players are they ? 

Rof. Euen thofe you were wont to take fuch delight in,theTra? 
gedians of the Citie. Ham, 
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JJdnt. How chances it the trauailc? their refidcncc both inre- 
«utation and profit was better both waies. 

^ Rof. I thinke their inhibition , comes by the meanes of the 



late innouation# . 

Han>.Do the hold the fame eftitnaeion they did when I was 

jn the Citie ? are they fo followed ? 

Rof. No indeede ate they not. 

Ham. It is not very ftrange,for my Vncle is King of Denmark*, 
& thofe that would make mouths at him while my father lined, 
eiue twentie,fortie, fiftie,a hundred duckets a peece, for his Pic- 
ture in little : s’bloud there is fomething in this more then natu- 
rally Philofophy could fin d it outu t/i flour ifh. 

Guyl. There are plaiers. V J 

Ham. Gentlemen you are welcome to Elfonoure , your hands, 
comethen th’apportenanceof welcome is faftiion and ceremo- 
uie j let mee comply wirlvyou in this garb : let nay extent to the 
Plaiers. which I tell you muft fhowc fairely outwards, fhould 
more appeare like entertainment then yours ? you are welcome : 
but my Vn de-father, and Aunt-motber,are deceaucd. 

guyl. In what my deare Lord. 

Ham. I am but mad North North- weft ; when the wind is Sou- 
therly, I Jtnow a Hawke, from, aHaud-faw. 



Pol. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham . Hark you Gtyldenflirnt, and you to, are each eare a hearer, 
that great babie as you fee is not yet out of his fwadling clouts. 
Rof, Happily he is the fecond time come to them , for they fay 
an old mao is twice a. child. 

Ham. I will prophet ie that he comes to tell me of the Plaiers; 
mark* it, you fay right fir a Monday morning c’was then indeed. 

*?*/. My Lord I haue newes to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord I haue newes to tell you : when Roffiut was 
an A&orinRumf* 

Pol ; The Adfors are come hether my Lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz, 

Pol. Vpon my honour. 

Ham. Then came each Adler on his Affe. 
fV.Thebeft adfors in the world, either for Tragedie,Comedie, 
Hift©rie s PaftorallpPaft©ral-Comicall,Hiftorical-Paftorall, feeme 

iodettidabke 




"The Trdgedte e/Fa n!et 

jiideuidable, or Poem vnimited. Seneca cannot be too heauiej 
nor Plautus too ligjtu for the law of writ f and the Iibertie ; thefe 
are the onelymen. 

Ham, O Ieptha Iudge of Ifrael, what a treafure hadft thou? 

Pol. What a treal'ure had he my Lord ? , 

Ham. Why one faire daughter and no more , the which he lo» 
tied parting well. 

Pol. Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Am I not i’th right old leptbal 

Pol. What followe* then my Lord ? 

Ham. Why as by lot God wot, and then you know it came to 
paflc,as moft like it was; the firft rowe of the pious chanfon will 
fliow you more,for looke where tny abridgement comes. • 

t <tbnsaje.o^ * mrobw tic no i c: ■ . i'\ I 

Enter the Players, 

Ham. You are welcome maiflers, welcome.all, lam glad to fee 
thee well, welcome good friends, oh old friend, why thy face is 
valanc’d (ince I faW thee lall , corn’ll thou to beard mee in Den. 
marine l what my young Ladie and Miftris, my Ladie your Ladi- 
fhip is neerer to Heauen,then when I faw you laft by the altitude 
of a chopine, pray God your voice like a peece of vticurfant gold, 
be not crackt within the ring : maifters you are all welcome, 
wede ento’t like friendly Faukners, flic at anything wefce,weele , 
haue a fpeech flraic, come giue Ys a tafle ofyour qualitie, come a 
paflionare fpeech. 

Player. What fpeech my good Lord ? . 

H4m, ! heard thee fpeake me a fpeech once, but it was neuer ac« * 
ted, or if it was, not abouc once, for the play I remember pleafd 
not the million, t’ was cauiary to the general.butit was as I recei- 
ved it and others , whofe judgements in ftlch matters cried in the 
top of mine, an excellent play, well digeftyed in the feenes , fet •' 
dowhe with as much modefty as cunning. 1 remember onefaid 
there were no fallcts in the lines, to make the mattei auory, not 
nomatterin thephrafe that might indite the author of affeilion, 
but cald it an honeft method, as wholefome as fweer,and by very 
much, more handfome then fine : one fpeech in’t I chiefly loued, 
t’was zjEnea* talke to Dtdo,and thereabout of it efpecially when 
he fpcakes ol Priams flaughrer ifit liue in vour memory begin at 
tHis-line,Iet me fee, let me fee,the rugged P prhm like Th’itcanian 

Bead) 
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not it begins with Pjrrbtu, The rugged Pyrrhus , he 
whofe fable arroes, 

Blacke as his purpofe did the night refemble,' 

When helay couched in th’otninous horfe. 

Hath now this dread and black completion fmcard. 

With Hcraldy more difmall head to foot. 

Now is he totall Gules, horridly tricke 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, (onnes, 

Bak’d and embafted with the parching flreets 
Than lend a tirrancus and a damned light 
To their Lords murther, rolled in wrath and fire, 

And thus ore-cifed with coagulate gore, 

With eyes like Carbuncklcs,thehelltfliPjrrfc&« 

Old granfirc Priam feekes ; fo proceed you. 

Pol. Foregod my Lord well fpoken , with good accent and 

Plaj. Anon he finds him (good diferetion. 

Striking too Ihort at Greekes,his anticke fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lies where ir. falls, 

Repugnant to command ; vnequall matcht, 

Pirrhus at Priam driues, in rage llrikes wide. 

But with the whiffe and wind ofhis fell fword, 

Th’vnnerued father falls : 

Seeming to feele this blow, with flaming cop 
Stoopcs to hisbafe; and with a hiddious cralh 
Takes priloncr Pirrhm eare/or lo his fword 
Which was declining on the milkiehead 
Ofreuerent Priam, Cec m’d i’th ayre to flick, 

So as a painted tyrant Pyrrhtu flood 
Like anewtrall to his will and matter. 

Did nothing : 

But as we often fee againfl fome florme, 

A filence jn the beauens, the racke ftand ftill, 

The bould winds fpcechlefle,and the orbe below 
As hufli as death, anon the dreadfuil thunder 
Doth rend the region, fo after Pirriw paufe, 

A rowfed vengeance fets him new a worke. 

And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall. 

On Marfes Armor forg’d for proofe ererne. 

With lefferemorfethea Pirrbm bleeding fword 

Now falls on Priam* F Out 
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«rumper Fortune lallyougods, 

Jneeneralfynod take away herpower, 

Breake all the fpokes, and fellowcs from her wheele, 

Ai'd boule the round nauc downe the hill of heauen 
As lowe as to the fiends. 

Polo. This is too long. 

Ha. It fhal to the barbers with your beardtprethee Uy OD,ht*s 
for a Iig,or a tale of bawdry ,or he flcepes,fay on,come to Uecde 
Play A But who, a woe, had feene the moblcd Qyeenc. 

Ham. The mobled Queene . 

Polo. That’s good. <• . • 

Play. Runnc barefoot vp and downe.threatmng the names-. 
With Btfon rhume,a clout vpon that head 
Where late the Diadem flood, and for a robe*. 

About her lanck and all oire-teamed loynes, 

A blandtet in the alarme of feare caught vp. 

Who this had feene, with tongue in venom fteept, 

Gainft fortunes Hate would tuafon haue pronounc d;. 

But if the gods themfelues'did fee bet then. 

When fhe faw Pirhtu make malicious (port 
In mincing with his tword her husbands limmes. 

The inftant burft of clamor that Ihe made, 

Vnlcffe things mortall mooue them not at all, 

Would haue made milch the burning eyes of heauen 

And pallion in the gods. , , 

Pol. Looke where he has not turned his collour, and has team 

in’s eyes prethee no more. . t 

Ham, Tis well, lie haue thee fpeake out rhe reft of this foone, 
good my Lord will you fee the Players well bellowed; doe you 
heare let them be well vfed, for they are the abftraft and breefe 
Chronicles of the time ; after your death you were better bauea 

bad Epitaph then their ill report while you Hue. 

Pol. My Lord, I will vfe them according to their dcleru 1 

Ham. Gods bodkin man, muclvb«tter,vfe euery man afternw 

defert, and who IhaU fcape whipping, vfe them after your owe 

honour and dignitic, the ltffe they deferue the more merrit ism 
your bounty. Take them in. 

‘ Pol . Come firs. , a 

HW.Follow him friends,w«l*here a play to morrow, doit 
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heare me old friend, can you play the murt her of Gonxigo ? 

Play. I my Lord. 

Ham. Weele hau't to morrow night, you could for needftudy 
a fpeech of feme dofen lines, or fixteene lines, which I would fet 
downe and infert in’t : could you not? 

Play, I my Lord. - : 

Ham. Very well, follow that Lord, and look* y6u mocke him 
not. My good friends. He leaue you till night, you are welcome 
to El fmour*. Exeunt Pol.and Players. 

Rof. Good my Lord. Exit. 

Ham. 1 fo,God buy to you,now I am alone, 

O what a rogue and pefant flaueam 1 1 
Js it not monftrous that this Player here 
But in a fixion»in a dreame of pafiion 
Could force his foule fo to his owne conceit 
That from her working all the vifage wand, 

Teares in his eyes,diftra£Hon in his afpeft, 

A broken voice, and his whole ftnftion futing 
VVith formes to bis conceit ; and all for nothing, 

For Hecuba. 

What’s Hecuba to him, or he to her. 

That he Ihoold weepe for her? what would he doe 

Hadhe the motiue, and that for paffion 

That I haue? he would drowne the ftage with teares, 

And cleaue the gcnerall care with horrid fpeech. 

Make mad the guilty, and appeale the free. 

Confound the ignorant,and amaze indeed, 

The very faculties of eyes 3nd eares ; yet I, 

A dull and muddy mettled raskall peake, 

Like /obi-a-drcames, vnpregnant of my caufc, J 
And can fay nothing ; no not for a King, 

Vpon whofe property and rooft deare life,! 

A damn’d defeate was made : am I a coward, 

Who calls me villain, breaks my pate a croffe, 

Plucks offmy beard, and blowes it in my face, 

Twckesme by the nofe,giae$ me the ly i’th throat 
As deepe as to the lunges : who does me this. 

Hah ! s’wounds I fhould take it : for it cannot be 
But I am pidgioo liuerd,ar,d lackc gall 
*: Fa To 
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7%e Tm^edie of Hamlet £~ r 

To make oppre (Hon bitter, or ere this 
1 fhould haue fatted all the region ky te« 

With this (hues cffall,bloody,baudy villaine, 

Remoi flefie, treacherous, letcherous,kindlcfle villain. 

Why what an AlTe am I ? this is mofl braue, 

Thar I the fonne of a decre father murthered, 

Prompt ed to my reuenge by heauenand hell, 

Mull like a whore vnp'ack my heart with words, 

And fal a cutfing like a very drabbe ; Aallion, fie vpponr,folu 
About my braines,hum,I hauc heard, 

That guiltie creatures fitting at a play, 

Haue by the very tunning of the Scene, 

Beene flrooke fo to the foule, that presently 
They haue proclaim’d their tnakfadHions • 

For.murther though ithauc no tongue will fpeake 
With moftmiracalousorgan. He haue thefe PI ay era 
Play fomthing like the mutther of my father 
Before mine Vncle, lie obferuefcis lookes. 

He tent him to the quick, if a do blench 
I know my co.Urfe. The fpirit that I haue feene 
May be adiuc)l,and the diuell hath power 
T’. flinne a picafing fliape ; yea and perhaps, 

Ojt of my weakeneff^and my melancholly. 

As he is very potent wtth fuel) fpirits, 

Abufcs me to damne me ; He haue grounds 

More relaeiue then this, the play’s the thing 

Wherein lie catch the coniciencc of the King, Exit* 

Enter King, Queens, Pelenisu, Ophelia, Rofenerans,GujL 
dsn feme, Lords 

King. Andcanyou by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he pUts.on this confufion,’ 

- Grating fo harlhly all his daies of quiet 

With turbulent and dangerouslunacie ? ' / 

Ref Hedooes confeffe hefeeles himfclfediftradted. 

But from whatcaufo a will by nomeanes fpeake. 

Guy /.Nor do wc find him forward to.be founded, 

But with a crafty madneflekeepes aloof© 

When vve would bring him on to fomeconfeflipa 






> ; D oT 




Vrince a/Denmarkc 

Ouee. Did he receiue you well ? 
vTr Moftlike a Gentleman, 

Cml. But with much forcingof hw difpofition. 
Ref Niggard of qucftion,but of our demand* 

Moftfree in his reply, 

Ouee. Did you aflay him to any paftime? 

Rtf. Madam, it fo fellout that certainc YiVftt% 
Weore-raught on the way,of thefe we told hin*. 
And theredid feeme in him a kind of ioy^ 

Toheare of it : they are heere a bout r he Court, 

And as I thinke, they hauc alreadie order 
This night to play before him. 

Pel. Tismefttrue. ; 

And he befeecht me to intreat your Maieflier 

To heart and fee the matter. 

King. With all my heart, 

And it doth much content me 
To heare him fo inclin’d. . 

Good Gentlemen giue him a further eage. 

And driue his purpofe into thefe delights. 

Rof We foall my tord. Exeunt Ref & GujL 

King . Sweet torrid, leauevs two. 

For w c haue dofoly fentfor Hamlet hether. 

That he as t’were by accedent, may heere 
Affront Ophelia-, her father and my idfo* 

V Vee*i e fo be flow out &lues, that feeing vnlectfe, - 
VVe may of their encounter frankly iudge. 

And gather by him as he is behau d„ 

Ift be th’afftiftion of his loueoi na 

That thus he fufffer&for. 

Quee. I ftiall obey you. 

And for my part Ophelia I doe wiflt 
Thatycur good beauties be the happy caufo 
Of Hamlets wildn. fle, fo fliall J topeyom vertne* 
Will bring h m to his wenttd w*y againc. 

To both yow honours. 

Of he. Madam lv\i{hitmay© 

1 foLQf hc/fa ^ Ik you hcre:gracious m plcafc yoi^ 



.? 
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The Trjgedie o/Hamkt 

We willbcftow our felues; read orvthis Booke,. 

That (how of fiich an exercifcfniiy colour; 
Yourlowlineflejwe aieoft toohlamein this, 

Tis too much proufd, that with deuocions viiage 

And pious aftioo, we ioe fogatsOEe . .. » 

The Deuill himfclfe. ‘.p. 

King , O tis too tfoej 

How l mart a lalTi tii t fpeceh doth giite ray confciencc 
The harlots cheeke beaut ed with pljflring art, 
Isnotmore vgiy to the thing that.belp® it, . 

Then is my deed jamytodii pirated words u in 
O heauy burthen s 

Enter Hamlet. 

Pol, I heare him comming,Wirhdrawmy Lord. . 
Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the queftkm. 
Whether tis nobler in the mind to fuffer 
The flings and arrowes of outragious fortune, 

Orito take armes againft a Sea of troubles, 

And by oppofing end them : To die to fleepe 
No more : and by a fleepd^ddfay we end i 
The hart-ake,;aOdtdiethoofaMd naturallibocics 
That flcfli is heire to ; tis aconfummation 
Deuoutlyjto be wifht-to dieeo fleep, '<■ 

To fleep, perchance to drofthe; 1 there's the rub, 

Fpr in that fleep of deatlvwhat dreames-tnay comet 
When we haue fliUMfed oiFtbife thortall coylc 
Muft giue vs paufe, thetas the refpedf 
That makes calamity offo loiiglife s 
For who would bcare the whips and fcornes eftime, 
Th* oppreffors wrong, the proud mans contumely, 
The pangs of office and the Lawes delay. 

The infolcnce of office, and the fpornes ) 

Thit patient merit of th’vri worthy takes. 

When himfclfe might hfcf&fcftw make 
With a bare bodkin ; who would fardels beare, 

To gtunt and fweat vnder a weary life? 

But that the dread of fomething after death. 

The vndifeouer’d Gourirrie, from whofc borne 



Trine c o/Deprnarke. 

fjo traueller returnes, puzzels the will, 
h And makes ys rather beare thofcils wc blue. 

Then flie to others that wc know not of; 

, Thus confidence dooes make cowards, 

And thus theoatiue hiew of refolution 
Is fickled ore with the pale caft of thought. 

And Enterprizes of great pitch and moment, 

VVith this regard theit currents tuxncawty. 

And loofi: the name of a&ioo. Soft you now. 

The faire Ophelia, Nimph in thy Orizons 
Be all my fins remembred. 

Ophe. Good my Lord, . 

How dooes your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thanke you; well. 

Opk.MyLord I haue remembrances of yours 
That I haue longed long to re-dcliuer, 

I pray you now rcceitie them. 

Ham. No, not I, I neuer gaue you ought. : . . 

Ophe. My honor’d Lord, you know right well you did,.. 

Aod with them words of fo fweet breath compofd 
As made thefe things more rich : their perfume loft, 

Take thefe againe, for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poore when giuers proue vnkind, 

There nay Lord. > " 

Ham. Ha, ha, are youhoneft, 

Ophe. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you faire ? 

Ophe. What meanes your Lordflvip? 

Ham. That if you: be boneft and faire , you fhould admit no 
difeourfe to your beautie.. 

Ophe. Could beautie nay. Lord haue better commerce 
Then with honefiy ? 

Ham. I truly, for the power of beautie will fooner transforroe 
, honeftie frona what it is to aBaud, then the force of honefty can 
tranflate beautie in his likentfffe , this was fometime a Paradoxc, 
but now the time giues it proofe, I did loue you once, 

Ophe. Indeed my Lord you mademe bcleeue fo. 

Ham. You fhould not haue belecu’d me,f©r venue cannot fo 
euacuatc our old ftock,bucwe flaallxcUi&ofit s I loued you not. 

Ophe,. 
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Ophe. I vras the mote deeeiued. 

Ham. Get thee a Nunry : why would’ft thou be a breeder of 
tinners? I am my felf indifferent honeft,butybt I could accufe me 
cffuch things,thatit were better my Mother had ftot borne meet 
I am very proud, reilengcfui, ambitious, with more offences at my 
beck, then I haue thoghts toputthem tri.imaginationto giue th* 
{hape.or time to aft them in: what fhould fuch fellowes as I do 
crauling betweene Earth and Heauen? we are arrant Kftaues, be- 
lieue none of vs. Go thy watestoa Nuhry, VVher’s your father? 

Ophe. At home my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doers be {huevpon him, 

That he may play the foole no where but in's owne houfe, 
Farewell. • 

Ophe. O helpe him you fweet Heaucns. 
liamM thou dooft roary, lie giue thee this plague for thy dow- 
ry, be thou as chad as Ice, as pure as ihow, thou (halt not cfcapc 
calumny, get thee to a Nunry.farwcll. Or if thou wilt needs mar- 
ry, marrie a foole, for wifemcn know well enough what monfiers 
you make of them : to aNunry go, and quickly to, farwelL 

Ophe. Hcauenly powers reftore him. 

Ham. I haue heard of your paintings well enough, God hath 
giuen you one face, and you make your felues another, you gig 8e 
amble, and you lift you nickname Gods creatures, and make your 
wantonnefle ignorance;-go to, lie no more on’c, it hath made me 
mad, I fay we will haue no mo marriage, thofc that are married 
already, all but one {hall liue, the reft (hall keepc as they are : to a 
Nunrie goe. Exit. 

Ophe. O what a noble mind is here othrowne I 
The Courtiers, Soldiers, Scholers,eie, tongue, fword, 
Th’eape£lation,at)d Rofe of the faire ftatc, 

The glaffe of faihion, and the mould of forme, 

Th'obferu’d ofall oblcruers, quite, quite downe. 

And I of Ladies moft deie<5l and wretched, 

That fuckt the hony of his Mufick vowes ; 

Now fee what noble and moft fouereigne reafon 
Like fweet bels tangled out of time, and harfh, 

That vnmarcht forme, and ftatureof blownc youth 
Biafted with extafic. O wo is me •» 

T * haue Icene what 1 haue fccne, fee what I fee. Exit. 

Ester 



Prince of Denmark. 

Enter King and Polo mu-* 

King. Loue : his affeiftions do not that way tend, 

Nor whac he fpakc, though it lackt forme a little, 
jl Was not like madnes; there’s fomething in his foule 

Ore which his melancholy fits on brood. 

And Idoedoubt,thchatchand the difcolfe 
Will be fome danger; which for to preuenr, 
y {haue in qulik determination 

Thus fet downe : he {hall with fpeed to England , 

For the demand of our neglc&cd Tribute, 

Haply the Seas, and Countries different. 

With variable obie&$ {hall expell 
This fomething fetled matter in his heart. 

Whereon his braines ftill beating 
a puts him thus from faihion of himfelfe. 

What thinke yon on’t ? 

Pol.lt. (hall doe well. 

B utyet do I bclieue the origen Sc comencement of It 
Sprung from negle&ed loue : how now Ophelia? 
f You need not tell vs what Lord Hamlet faid, 

. J We heard it all : my Lord, doe as you pleafe. 

But if you hold it fit, after the play. 

Let his Qyeen-mother all alone intreat him 
To Ihow his gricfc,lether be round with him, 

And lie be plac’d (fo pleafe you) in theeare 
Ofall their conference: if {he find him not. 

To England fend him : or confine him inhere 
Your wifdome beft Ihall thinkc. 

King. Itlhall befo, 

Madnes in great ones muft not vnmatcht go. Exeunt . 

Enter Hamlet, and thee of the flayers. 

Ham. Speake the Ipecch I pray you as I pronounc’d it to you, 
trippingly on the tongue , but if you mouth it as many of our 
Players do, I had as hue the Town-crier fpoke my lines, nor doe 
m • not faw the aire too much with your hand thus, but vfe al gently, 
for in the very torrent temp«fl,& as I may fay ,w’njrl wind of your 
pafllon you muft acquire, and beget a tempernce,thac may giue it 
unoothneflcj O it offendstne to to tbefoule , toheare arobufti- 

G out 
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The Ttsgdit 4 Hamlet 

cus Perwig-patrd felloA lerea p-ifion to totters, to verse rag$j 
to fpleet the eares of the ground-lings, who for the molt part ate 
capable of nothing but in explicable dumbe (hewes, and noife* t 
w >uld h me fuch a lel’ow whipt for ore-doing Termagant, it out 
Herods, Herod, pray you auoid it# 

Play. I wair nt your honour. 

Ham. Be no too tame neither, but let your own diferetion be 
your tutor, fine the alhon to the word , the wordto the aClion, 
withihis fpes iall obferuance , that you ore-ftep not the tnodettie 
of Nature: For any thing fo ore-done, is from thepurpofeof 
pi lying, whofeend both at firft,and now, was and is, to hold as 
twerc the Mirrour vp to Nature, to (hew vertue her feature;fcorn 
her own Image, and the very age and bodic ot the time his forme 
andpteffore : Now this ouer-done, or come cardie off thoughit 
makes thovnskilfull laugh,cannot but make th ; judicious grieue, 
the cenfure of which one muft in your allowance ore- weigh a 
whole Theater of others.O there be Players that I haue fecn play, 
and heardA>:hers praifd.and that highly, not to fpe^ke it profane- 
ly', that neither hauingth* accent of Christians , nor the gate of 
C6ri/?/4^/^£4#,norman,hauefoftrutted & bellowed, that I haue 
thought fome of Natures Iournymen had made mm, and not 
made them well, they imitated humanitie lo abominably. 

Play. I hope we haue reform'd that indifferently with vs. 
Ham, O re forme it altogether , and let thofe that play your 
Clownes fpcake no more then is fet downe for them, for there be 
of them that will themfelues laugh, to fet on fome quantise of 
barraine Spectators to Hugh to, though in the meane time, fome 
neceflarie qneftion of the play be then to beconfidered:chat’$ vil- 
Sanous, and (hewes a moft pittifull ambition in the Foole that tr- 
ies it: go make you readie. How now my Lord, will the King 
heare this piece of wotke ? 

Enter Polontw, G uyldenjlerne t and Rofencrasa . 

Pol. And the Queene to, and that prefeiuly, 

Bid <he Players make hafte. Will you twohelp tohaften 
Ref, I my Lord. Exeunt tho/e tvro, (them. 

Ham, What how, Horatio. Enter Horatio . 

Bora, Hecrcfwcct Lord, at your feruice- 
Ham. Horatio, thou art een as iu if a man 
As ere nay eoauerfation copt withalh 

' ' ' Btrfi 



"if 



Trniceof Dcnmarke 

ffora. Omy deareLord. 

H.». Nay, do not tbinte t flatter. ^ 

For what aduancement may I hope from thee 

That no reuenue haft but thy good fpints 

To feed and doath thee, why fhould the poore be ffettred 

No let the candied tongue lick obfurd pompe. 

And crooke the pregnant hinges of the knee 

Where thrift may follow fawning, doft thou heare. 

Since my dcare foule was Miftris of het choice. 

And could of men diftinguifh her eledion 
Shath feald thee for her felfe, for thou haft bia „ 

As one in fuffering all that differs nothing, 

A man that Fortunes buffets and rewards 

Haft cane with equall thanks; and bleft are thofe 

VVhofe bloud and iudgement are fo well comealed, 

That they are not a pipe for Fortunes finger 
To found what ftop (be pleafe : giue me that matt 
That is not paflions flaue,and I will weare him 

Inmy hearts core, I ii my heart of heart 

As 1 do thee. Something too much of this, 

Thcte U a play to night before the King, 

One Scene of it comes neetethe circuraftance 
Which I haue told thee of my fathers death, 

I prethee wheo thoo feeft that E&. a foot, 

Euen with the very comme nt of thy fouk 
Obferue my Vode, if his occulted guilt 
Doe not it felfe vnkernill in one fpeecb, 

It is a damned Ghoft that we haue feene, 

And my imaginations are as foute 
As Vulcans ftithy ; giue him heedfull note 
For I mine eies wilt riuet to his face. 

And after we w ill both our judgements ioyne 
In cenfure of his feeming. 

Hora. Well my Lord, 

If a fteale ought tiie whilft this Play is playing 
And fcape detc&rd, I will pay the theft. 

Enter Trumpets and Kettle Drummer, King, 

Petoniue , Ophelia. 

Ham. They arecommingto the Play. I muftbs idle, 
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fbt Tngtdietflhmlet 

Get you a place. 

King. How fares ouc Coufin Hamlet l 
Ham. Excellent Ifarth. 

Of the Camelions difh, I eat the aire, 

Fromif-cratn’d,you cannot feed Capons fo. 

Kwg. I haue nothing withthis anfwer Hamlet , 

Thele words are not mine. 

Ham. No nor mine now my Lord. 

You playd once i'ch the Voiuerficie you fay. 

Pel. That did I my Lord, and was accounted a good A&or, 
Haas. What did you ena<ft? . 

Pol, I did cna$ Inline Cafar, I was kild j’ch Capital!, 

“Brutus kild me. • . ... r • . ... i 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill fo capitals ealfe there,. 

Be the Play ers readic ? 

Rof. I my Lord, they flay vponyour patience. 

Ger. Come hither my deare Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham. No good mother here’s mettle more attca&iuc. 

Pel. O, oh, doe you maike that. 

Bam. Ladie (hall lie in your lap ? 

Opbe., No my Lord. ^ v 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countrie matters? 

Opbe. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

//dwThat’s a faire thought to lie between maids legs. 

Opbe. What is my Lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. I'-O 

Opbe. You arc merrie my Lord; 

Ham. Who I? 

Ham. O God ! your onely Iigge-maker.what ftoulda man do 
but be merrie, for looke you how cherefully my mother lookes, 
and my father died within’s two houres. 

Opbe. Nay, tis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham. So long, nay then let the Deuill weare black, for Ilehaue 
a Sure of Sables; O heauens, die two moneths ago, and not for- 
gotten yet.thifo there’s hope a great mans memone may out-hue 
his li fe halfe a yeare,but bet Ladie a mul+Ludd C hurches t , 

clfe iball a fi ffer not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe, whoi 
Epitaph is, for O, for O, the Hobby-horfe n forgot. 



Enttr 



■ 



Prince o/'DeniTiarke, 

The Trumpets found. Dumbefhow followes. 

Enter a King and a Queene, the Queene embracing him, and he her % , 
he takes her vp, and declines his head vpon her necke, be lies hm downe 
Ivon a banks of flowers, (bee feeing himajleepe, leaueshm : anon comes 

■ lanotht rman,take' -so) f his Crown, k>fcs it, pours p^ 

eares and leaues him : the Queene returnet , finds the King dead, mattes 
paffionate attion, the poy finer with feme three orfoure comes m agatne , 
feem to condole with her, the dead body is carried away, the pot finer woes 
the fifteen with gifts, [he ferns harfis awhile, but "tn the end acceps lone. 




Oph. What meanes this my Lord ? 

Ham. Marry it is munching Adallicojt meanes milcheite. 

Oph, Belike this (how imports the argument of the Play. 

Ham. We fhall know by this fellow, Enter prologue. 

The Players cannot keepe they’le tell all. 

Ophe. Will a tell vs what this (how meant ? 
fin. !,oratiy (how that you will (how him,benot you alham’d 
to (hoV,hec)e not (hame to tell you what it meanes. 

Oph. You are naught, you are naught, lie markc the Play.. 
Prologue. For vs and for our Tregedy, 

Hcere (looping to.your clemencie, 

We begge your hearing patiently-. 

Bam. Is this a Prologue or the pofie of a Ring? 

Ophe. Tisbriefemy Lord. 

Ham. As womans loue. 

Enter King and Queene. 

King. Full thirty time* hath Phoebus Cart gone round 
NeptunesCAt wa(h,and Tellus orb’d the ground. 

And thitty dofen Moones with borrowed (lieene 
About the world haue times cwelue thirties beenc 
Since Loue our hearts v and Hymen did our Hands 
Vnite comutu. 11 in mod facrcd bands. 

flnee. So many iourncyes may the Sun and Moon 
Make vs againe count ot e ere loue be do^e, 

But woe is me you aie fo ficke of late. 

So farre from cheere, and from your former Hate, 

That 1 diftruU you, yet though I diftrull, 

Diicumforcyoumy Lord it nothing mull. ^ 
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TkeTrdgedie of Hamlet ' 

For women fearc too much,euen as they loue, 

And womens fearc and Iouc hold quantity. 

Either none, in neither ought, or in extremity,' 

Now what my Lord is proofe hath made you know. 

And as my louc is ciz’ft,my fearc is fo. 

Where loue is great, the litleft doubts are feare, 

Where little fears grow great ,great loue grows there 
King. Faith I muft leaue thee louc, and fhortly to. 

My operant powers their fun&ions leaue to doe,; 

And thou (halt Hue in this faire world behind, 

Honord, belou’d, and haply one as kind, 

For husband fhalt thou. 

Quee. O confound the reft. 

Such loue muft needs be treafon in my breft. 

In fecond husband let me be accurft, . 

None wed the (cc©nd,but who kild the flrft. Ham.'Vhzi s 

The inftances that fecond marriage mouc wormwood. 

Are bafe refpe&s of thrift, but none of loue, 

A fecond time 1 kill my husband dead, 

When fecond husband kifles me in bed. 

King . I do belecuc you think what now you fpcak, 

But what we doe determine, oft wc breake, 

Purpofe is but the flaue to memory. 

Of violent birth, but poore validity, 

Which now the fruit vnripe fticks on the tree. 

But fall vnfhaken when they mellow be. 

Moft neceflary tis that we forget 

To pay our fellies what to our fclues is debt. 

What to our fclues in palfron we propofe. 

The p flion ending,doth the purpofe lofc. 

The violence ofeither griefe or ioy. 

Their owne enna&ures with themfelues deftroy. 

Where ioy moft reuels, griefe doth moft lament, 

Griefe ioy, ioy griefes,on flender accedenf. 

This world is not for aye.nor tis not ftrange. 

That euen ourloues (hould with our fortuns change. 

For tis aqueftion left vs yet to proue, 

Whether loue lead fortune.or elfe fortune loue. 

The great man downe,you maikc his fauourttc flies. 
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Prince o/' Den marked 

Thepooreaduancfd makes friends of enemies, 

And heihertoo doth loueon fortune tend. 

For who notneeds.fhill nener lack a friend. 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

D re&Iy feafoos him his enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begun, 

Our wi ls and fates do fo contrary runi 
That our deuices ftill are ouerthrowne, 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our owne, 

So thinke thou wilt no fecond husband wed, 

But dy thy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead. 

<2»«e.Nor earth to me giue food.nor heauen light, 

Sport and repofe lock from me day and ni ght, 

To defperation tume my trurt and hope, 

And Anchors cheere in prifon be my fcope, 

E ach oppofice that blanks the face of io y. 

Meet what I would hauc well,and it deftroy. 

Both here and hence purfue me lading ftrife, 

If once I be a widdow,cuer 1 be wife. -- -- 

King. Tis deeply fworne,fwect leaue me heare a while, 

My fpirits grow dull and fainc I would beguile 
The tedious day with flee p, 

Qttee. Sleep rock thy brain, 

And neuer come mifchance betwixt vs twain Exeunt * 

Ham. Maddam.how like you this Play ? 

Qttee. The Lady doth proteft too much me thinks# 

Ham. O but fhee’le keep her woi d. 

Haue you heard the argument ? is there no offence in’t ? 
jfam. N°, no, they do but ieft, poifon in ieft, no offence fch 
King. What do you call the Play ? ( world. 

Hunt. The Mcufe r rap , mary how tropically, this Play is the 
Image of nnurth(t done io , <j0«a,4g0istheD>;kesname, 
his wife Bapttfta, you (ball lee anon, tis a knauifh piece of work, 
but what ofthat ? your Maiefty and we (hall haue free foules, ie 
touches vs not , let thegauled lade winch , our withers are vn- 
wrung. This is one Luctanut, Nephew to the King. 

Enter Luctantu. 

Opb . You areas good as a Chorut my Lord. 

Ham. I could interpret between* you and your loue 




Ham. Iffhe fhould 
break it now. 
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M Vi * t .ljwxjivv, 

iffcould fee the puppies dallving, 

Of be. You arekeenemy Lord, you arekecne. 

Ham. li would cod you 3 grening to take off mine edge, 

Oph. Still better and worfe. 

Ham. So you miftake your husbands. Begin murtherer,leaue 
thy’damnable faces and begin, come, the croking Rauen doth 
bellow for reuenge. ' 

Lac. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit and time agreeing, 
Confiderate feafon,els no creatfire feeing. 

Thou mixture ranke,of midnight weeds colletfted. 

With Hecate ban thrice blaftcd,thrice infe&ed. 

Thy natural! magicke,and dire propertie. 

On wholefome life vfurps immediately. 

Ham. A poifons him i’th Garden forhis eftate, his names Gonna* 
^a,thc ftory is extant and written in very choice Italtanyyou. Qiall 
fee anon how the murtherergets the louc of Gonnagoes wife. 

Oph. The King rifes. 
jQuee. How fares my Lord ? 
v. TW. Giue ore the Play. 

King, giue me fome light,away. 

Tol. Lights, lights,lights. Exeunt, att beet Hamamd Horaeio. 

Ham. Why let the ftroken Deere goe weepe. 

The Hart vngauled play, 

Forfomemuft watch whilftfomemuft fleepe,t 
Thus runs the world away. Would not this fir & a forreft of fea- 
thers, if the reft of my fortuns turne Turk with me,withpreuincial 
Rofes,on tny raz’d ftiooes,get roe a fellowship in a city of Player? 
Hora. Halfeafttarc. 

Ham. A whole one I. 

For thou doft know ohDameu deere; 

This Realme dimantled was 
Qlloue himfelfe,and now raignes here 
A very very paiodf. 

Hora. You might haue rim’d. 

Ham.O good Horatio, lie take the Ghofts word for a thoufand 
pound. Didftperceauc? 

Hora. Very well my Lord. 

Ha. Vpon the talke of the poifoning. 

Hora. 1 did very well note him. 

Ham. 



Prince o/Denmarke' 

ffam.kh ha, come fome mufiquc,come the Recorder*, 

For if the King like not the Comodie, 

Why then belike he likes it not perdie. 

Come, fome muitque. 

Enter Rojencraus,Gnylde* [feme. 

GhXj ood my Lord,voutfafe me a word with you 
Ham. Sir a whole hiftorie. 

Gaji. The King fir. 

Ham. I fir,what of him ? 

Gttjll Is in his retirement meruailous diftempted. 

#<«w.With drinkefir? 

Gieyl. No my Lord, with chollcr. 

Ham. Your wifedome ihould Ihew it felfe more richer to fig- 
aifie this to the Doftor, for , for me to put him to his purgation, 
I' would perhaps plunge him into more chollcr. 

<?»;/.Good my Lord put your difeourfe into fome frame, 

And flare not fo wildly from my affaire, 

Ham.l am raroe fir, pronounce. 

Gttjl. The Queene your mother in moft great affli&ion of Ipt- 
I rit,hath fent me to you. 

Ham . Y ou are welcome. 

C Guy. Nay good my Lord, this curtefie is not of the right breed, 

if it (hall pleafe you to make me a wholfome anfwcr , I will do 
your mothers eommandement , if not, your pardon and my re- 
turnc, fliall be the end of bufineffe. 

Ham. Sir 1 cannot. 

Rof. What my Lord. 

J£«.Make you a wholfome anfwer,my wits difeafd.but fir,fuch 
anfweras I can make, you dial command, or rather as you'fay,my 
mother, therefore no more, but to the matter, my mother you fay e 
Rof. Then thus (he faies,your bchauionr hath ftrookc her into 
amazement and admiration. 

Ham.O wonderfull fonne that can fo ftonifh another! but is 
there no lcquell at the hecles of this mothers admirationPimpart. 
■Ro/She defires to fpeakwith y ou in her dofet ere you go to bed. 
Ham, W e fliall obey, were fhe ten times our mother, hauc you 
any further trade with vs ? 

Rof.YAy Lord you once did loue me. 

Ham, And doe ftill by thefe pickers and dealers* 

H Zf. 
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The Tragedie o/'Hamlet 

EoC. Good my Lord, what is yourcaufe of diftemper.you'do 
furdy bar thc doore vpon your owne liberty, if you deny yout 
griefes to your friend. 
b Ham Sirllackaduancement. 

Ref. Hqw can that be when you haue the voyce of the King 
hitnfelfe for your fucccflion in Denmarke. 

Enter the Players rviib Recorders. 

Ham I fu, but wile the graffe grows, the prouerb is forothmg 
mu fty, oh the Recorders, let me fee one, to withdraw with you 
why do you go about to recouer the wind of me, as if you would 

o ! Vylovd if my duty be too bold my loue is too vnmanerly 
^.1 do not well vndcrftand that, wih you P^y vpon thisprpe* 
CuylMy Lord I cannot. 

Ham. Iprayyou. 

G«;/.Belecuc me 1 cannot. 

Ham.l befcech you. 

1 haue not the hovv towort hy a thing you makeof 

Ham. Why look you now feemtp know my Hops, 

me, you would play V P 1° . ?®r mV mvtterie you would found 

you would pluck outthe hear an d* here is touch mu* 

me from mfloweft 

hque, excellent voice in i this 8 * £ on lhen ^ 

p,l. By’th maffe and tis like a Camell indeed. 

HamMc thinks it, is like a We*ell. 

<Eol.lt is black like aWezelL 
Ham.Oi like a Whale. 

JPff/.Very likcaWhalfc 









Prince of Denmarke. 

Ham . Then I will come to my mother by and by, 
They fool me to the top of my bent, I wil come by&by, 
Leaue me friends. 

f will, fay fo. By and by is eafily faid , 

Tis now the very witching time of night. 

When Church-yards yawne, and hell i t lelfe breaks cut 
Contagion to this world : now could I drink hot blood, 
Anddofuch bufineffeas the birterday 
Would quake to looke on : foft.now to my mother, 

0 heart Ioofe not thy nature ! let not euer. 

The foule of Nero enter this firmc bolotne 1 
Let me be cruell,not vnnaturall, 

1 will fpeak dagger toher,buc v(e none. 

My tongue and foule in this be hypocrites. 

How in my words fomeuer ihe befhent. 

To giue them feales ncuer my foule confenr. 

Enter King,%o[encraHs>*nd Gujldenfierne. 

King. I like him not, nor Bands it fafe with vs 
To let his madnefle rangc,therefore prepare you, 

I your commiflion will forthwith diipateh. 

And he to England fhall along with you. 

The termes of our eftate may not en dure 
Hazard fo neer’s as doth hourcly grow, 

Opr of hisbrowes. 

Gnyl. We willourfeluesprouide, 

Moft holy and religious feare it is 
Tokecp thpfe many many bodies fafe 
That Hue and feed vpon your Maiefty. 

Rof. The (ingle and peculier life is bound. 

With all the ftrength arid armour of the mind 
To keep it felfe from noyance,but much more 
That (pirir,vpon whofe weale depends and refts 
The liucs of many, the cefle of Maiefty 
Dies not alone j but like a gulfe doth draw 
What’s neereit.with it, or it is a maffic whccle 
Fixe on the fomnecofthe high eft mount. 

To whofe huge fpokes, ten thoufand ltffer things 
Are mortcift and adioynd,which when it falls, 

Ha - 
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TheTrtlgedie of Hamlec 

Each Gn.11 annciment,p«ie confeqilcncc 
Attends the boiftrousraine,neuet alone 
Did the King ftgh,but a generall growne. . ■ 

King. , Armc you l pray you to this fpeedic voiage, ^ 
For we will fetters put about this feare 

Which now goes to free-footed. 

Kof. We will haft vs. Exeunt. Gent.. 

Enter folon 'm. 

Pol. My Lord, he’s going to his mothers clofet, 
Behind the Arras lie conuay my felfe 
To here iheproffcfle,rle warrant flicc lc tax himhornCj 
And as you Lid, and wifely was.it faid, 

Tis meet that fome more audienre then a mother. 

Since nature makes them part iall,{lioul d ore-hearc 
The fpeech of vantage ; fare you well my Lcige, 

He call vpon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell you what I know. £x,t ° 

King. Thanks deere my Lord. 

0 my offence is rankest fmels to heauen* 

It hath the primal! cldcft curfe vppont ; 

A brothers murthcr.pray can I not, , 

Though inclination be as ifcavp as will* 

My 'ftronger guilt defeats my ftrong intent, 

And like a man to double bufincffe bound., 

1 ftand in paufe wheie I flnll firft begin. 

And both negleft : what if this curfed hand 
Were thicker then it felfe wi h brothers blood j. 

Is there not raine enough in the fweet Heaucns _ 

To wafh it white as fnow? whereto lerucs mercic 
Buc to confront the vifage of offence ? 

And what’s in praierbut this^wo_fold force, 

To be foreftalled ere we come to fall,. 

Or pardon being downe, then llelooke vp. 

My faults is pall, but oh ! what forme of praier 
Can ferue my turne? forgiue me my foule murthcr s. 
That cannot be fince I am ftil poHcft 
Of thofe affeifs for which I did the murther ; 

My Crownc,mine o\\;nc ambition, and my Qucenej 
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Prince o/Dcnmarke. 

May one be pardoned and retaineth’offencc ^ 

In the corrupted eurrents of this world. 

Offences guided hand may fliow by iuftice, 

And oft tis feene the wicked prize it felfe 
Buye* out the Law, but tis not fo aboue. 

There is no fbufflm g, there the aftion lie* 

In his true nature,and wc our felues cotnpeld 
Euen to the teeth and forehead of our faults ! 

To giue in euidence : what then, what refts ?* 

Try what repentance can,what can it not, 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched ftatc, O bofome blacke as death,. 

0 limed foule, that flrugling to be free. 

Art more ingaged ! helpe Angles make affay, 

Bow ftubborne knees and heart with firings of fteclfr 
Be foft,as finnewes of the new borne babe. 

All may be well. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham.Vlon might I do it,butnowais a prayings 
And now He doo’t, and fo a goes to heauen. 

And fo am I reuenged, that would be fcand. 

A villaine kils my father, and for that, 

1 his foie fonne, do this fame villaine fend 
To heauen. 

Why, this is bafe and filly.— 1 - — notreuendge, 

A tooke my father grofly, full of bread, 

Withall his crimes broad blowne, as flufh as May, 
And how his Audit {lands who knowes faue heauen,. 
Buc in our circumflanee and courfe of thought, 

Tis heauie wit h him : and am I then rcuendged 
To take him in the purging of his foule, 

When he is. fit and fcafoned for his paflage ? 

No. 

Vp Swerd,and know thou a more horrid hent,. 
When he is dronke,a (leepe. or in his rage, 

Or in th’inceftiouspleafure of his bed, 

At game, a i’wr aring, or about fome aft. 

That has no rellifh of Lluation in’r. 




The Trsgedie o/Hamlet 

Then trip him that his heelc mas kick at heauen, 

And that his foule may be as darond and blacke 
As hell whereto it goes; my mother ftayes, 

This Phyfick but prolongs thy fickly dayes, Exit , 

King. My words flie vp, my thoughts remaine below 
Words without thoughts newer to hcauen go. Exit. 

Enter Qertrard and Pelonixe , 

P»lo. A will come ftrait, look you lay borne to him, 

Tell him his pranks haue bin too broad to beare with, 

And that your grace hath fcrccn'd and flood betweenc 
Much heat and him, lie fiience me euen heore. 

Pray you be round. 

£ nter Hamlet , 

^ : .. .. , - ’ . - 

Ger. He waite you, fear* me not. 

Withdraw, I heare him comming. 

Ham. Now mother, what’s the matter? 

Ger. Hamlet, thou haft thy father much offended. 

Ham. Mother you haue my father much offended. 

Ger. Come, come, you anfwerwith an idle tongue. 

Ham . Go go, you queflion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger. Why how now Hamlet ? 

Ham. What’s the matter now ? 

Ger. Haue you forgot me? 

Ham. No by Rood not fo. 

You are the Queene,your husbands brothers wife, 

And would it were not fo,you are my mother. 

Ger. Nay, then lie fet thofe to you that can fpeake. 

Ham. Come, come, and fit you downe,you lhall not boudge, 
You go not till I fet you vp a Glaffe^ 

Where you may fee the mod part ot you, 

Ger . What wilt thou do,thou wilt not murtherme? 

-Helpe hoe. 

Polo. What hoe he Jpe. 

Ham. How now, a Ra t, dead for a Duckac,dcad. 

Pel. Olamflaine. 

Ger. O me , what haft thou done ? 

Ham. Nay I know not, is it the King ? 



Trince o/Denmarke. 

Ger. O what a rafh and bloudie deed is this. 

Ham. A bloudie deed,almoft as bad good mothec 
As kill a King, and marrie with his brother. 

Ger. As kill a King. 

Ham. I Lady it was my word. 

Thou wretched, rafh, intruding Foolefarwell, 

Itooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune, 

Thou find’ft to be too bufie is fomc danger. 

Leaue wringing of your hands, peace fit you downe. 

And let me wring your heart, for fo I (hall 
If it be made of penetrable ftuffe, 

If d amned cuftome haue nor brafd it fo. 

That it be proofeand bulwarke againft fence. 

Ger. What haue I done, that thou dar’ft wagge thy tongue 
In noife fo rude agf inft me ? 

Ham.. Suchanaft 

That blurres the grace and blu(h of modeftie. 

Cals vertue Hypocrite, takes of the Role 
From the faire forehead of an innocent loue, 

And fets a bliftet there, makes marriage vowes 
As falfe as Dicers oathes. Oh futh a deed! 

As from the body of contraction plucks 
The very foule : and fweec Religion makes 
A rapfodie of words; heauens face does glow 
Ore this folidiry and compound maffe 
With heated vifage, as againft the doome 
Is thought-fick at the aft. 

Quee. Ay me what aft ? 

Ham. That rores fo lowd and thunders in the Index,. 

Looke here vpon this Piftute, and on this, 

The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers. 

See what a grace was feated on his brow, 

Hipertent curies the front of lone himfelfe, 

„ An eic like Mars, to threaten and command 
A flatten like the Herald Mereuri, e. 

New lighted on a heaue, a killing hilly 
A combination and forme indeed. 

Where eucry God did feeme to fet hisfesde 
To giuc the world affurance of a DU; 

This 



The Tragedie of Hamlet 

This was your husband, look you now what-followcsj 
Hcerc is your husband like a mil-dewed care, 

Blafting his wholfome brother : hahe you cies > 

Could you ou this faire Mountaine leaue to feed 
And batton on this Moore ; ha, haue you eies ? 

You cannot call it loue, for at your age 
The heyday in the bloud is tame, it’s humble. 

And waits vpon the judgement, and what judgement 
Would Hep from this to this ? fence fure you haue 
Elfe could you not hauemotion, butfure thatfence 
Is appoplext, for madneffe would noterre 
Nor fence to extafie was neere fo thral’d 
But it referu’d fome quantitie of choice 
To ferue in fuch a difference. What Deuill wall 
That thus hath cofond you at hodman-blind ? 

' Eies without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Eares without hands, or eies,fmelling fance all. 

Or but a fickly part of one true fence 

Could not fo mope. Oh fhame l where is thy blutti r 

Rebellioushell. 

If thou canft mutine in a Matrons bones. 

To flaming youth, let ver tue be as wax 
And melt in her owne fire, proclaime no ftiame 
When the compulftue ardure giues the charge, 

Since froft it felfeas a&iuely doth burne, 

And reafon pardons will. 

ger. O Hamlet fpeake no more, 

Thou turn’d my very eies into my foule. 

And there I fee fuch black and gricucd fpots 
As will leaue there their tin£I. 

Ham. Nay but to hue 
In the ranke fweat of an inceftuous bed 
Stewed in corruption, honying and making loue 
Ouer the naftie ftie, 

Ger. O fpeake to me no more, 

Tbefe words like Daggers enter in my eares 
No more fweet Hamlet. 

Hum. Amurihererand avillaine, 

A flaue that is not tvycntitb part thekyth. 



'Prince of Denmark 

Ofyour precedent Lord, a vice of Kings, 

A Cut-purfe of the Empire and the rule. 

That from a flietfe the precious Diadem ftole 
And put it in his pocket. 

Enter Ghoft . 

Ham. A King of ftireds and patches, 

Saue me and houcrore me with your wings 

You heauenly guard*:wbat would your gracious figure ? 

Ger. Alafl'e he’s mad. 

Ham. Doe you not come your tardie fonne to chide. 

That lap’ ft in time and paftion lets goe by N 

Th* important a&ing ofyour dread Command. O lay I 
Gbofl. Doe not forget : this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy atmoft blunted purpofe, 

But looke, amazement on thy mother fits, 

O ftep betweene her, and her fighing foule i 
Conceit in weakeft bodies flrongeft worltes, 

Speake to her Hamlet, 

.Ham. How is it with you Ladie ? 
ger. Alaffc howi’ft with you? 

That you doe bend your cie on vacancies 
And with tb’incorporal! aire do hold difcouiib, 

Forth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peepe. 

And as the deeping Soufdiers in th’alarme, 

Your beaded haiie l.ke life in excrements 
Starts vp and Hands an end : O gentle fonne i 
Vpon the heate and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinkle coole.patience, whereon do you looke? 

Ham. On him, on him, looke you how pale he gleres. 

His forme and caufc conioyncd, preaching to Hones 
Would make them capable, do not looke vpon me, 

Left with this pittious a&ion you conuert 
My Herne iffc&s, then what I haue to doe 
W.ll want true colour, teares perchance for bloud. 

Ger. To whom doe you fpeake this ? 

Ham. Doe you fee nothing there ? 

Ger. Nothing at all, yet all that is there I fee. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing heare ? 

Ger. No, nothing but our felues. 

I Hml 



fie TrfigtMe e/Hamlet 

Ham, Why lookc you there, looke how it fteales away, 

Mv father in his habit as he liu d, 

Looke where he goes, euen now out at the port all. Exit GbeBo 
Ger. This is the coynage of your braioe, . 

This bodilelfe creation, extafie is very cunning in 

/frw.My pulfe as yours doth ccmperatlykeepe time. 

And makes as healthfull mofick, it is ootmadnefle 
That I haue vttred, bring roe to theteft. 

And the matter will re word, which madneflc 
Would gatnb ©lc from,. Moihe* for louc of grace^ 

Lav not that flattering vn&ion to your foul* 

That not your trefpaffe but my madoeftc tpeafces, , 

It will but skin and film® the vlcerous place, 

Whilesranke corruption mining all within , 

Infers vnfeene s confelfc your lelfe to hcauen, 

Repent what’s paft, auoid what is to come, 

And doe not fpread the compoft ontbe weeds 
To make them ranker, foigiue roe this my vertue, _ 

For in the fatneffe of thcfepurfie times 
Vertue it felfe of vice muft patdon beg, 

Yea curbe and wooe fot.lcaueto doc him good. 

Ger. O Hamlet ! thou haft deft my hart in twainCo 
Ham, O throw away the worfer part of it. 

And leaue the purer with the other haife, 

Good night, but goe not to my Vndes bed, 

Alfume a vertue if you haue it nor, 

That monftercuftome, who all fence doth eat® 

Of habits Deuill, is Angell yet in this 
That to the vfe of aftions faire and good* 

He likewife giues a Frock or Li.uerie 
That aptly is put on to refr-aine night. 

And that fhall lend a kind of eafineffe 
To the next abftinence, the next more cane s 
For vfe almoft can change the ftampeof nature, 

And maftertheDeuiU, or throw him out 

With wondrous potencie :once mote good nigpt, 

And when you are defirous.to be blcft, 

Ileblelfingbeg of you, forthis fame Lord 
t An » rm.nr ? h u t heauen hath nleas’d it fo . 



Trince of Denmarkc 

To punifls me with this, and this with me. 

That I muft be their fcourge and minifter, 

I vvil'l bellow him and wilianfwer well 
The death I gaue him; fo againe good night 
I muft be cruell oncly to be kind. 

This bad begins, and worfe remainesbehind. 

One word more good Ladic. 

Ger, What fhall I doc ? 

Ham- Not this by no meaner that I bid you dor. 
Let the biowt King tempt you againe to bed, 
pinch wanton on your checke, call you his Moufe, 
And let him for a paire of reechiekiffes. 

Or padling in your nccke with his damn’d fingers. 
Make you to rouell all this matter out 
That I elfentially am not in madnefle, 

But road in craft, t’were good you let him know. 

For who that's but a Queene, faire, fober, wife. 
Would from a paddack,from a Bat, a Gib, 

Such deere conferuings hide, who would doe fo. 
No, in defpight of fence and fecrccie, 

Vnpeg the basket on the houfes top, 

Let the birds fiie, and like the famous Ape, 

To try eondufions in the basket crecpe, 

And breakeyour owne nccke downe. 

Ger, Be thou atfur’d, if words be made of breath. 
And breath of life,! haue no life to breath 
What thou haft (aid to me. 

Ham. I muft to England, you know that, 

Ger, Alack I had forgot. 

Tis fo concluded on. 

Ham, Ther’s letters feald,& my two fchool-feliowes 9 
Whom I will trull as I will Adders fang’d. 

They beare the Mandate ,they muft fweepemy way 
And marfliall me to knauery : let it worke, 

For tis the fport to haue the Enginer 
Hoift with his ownepetar, an’t fhall goe bard 
But I will delue one yard below their mines. 

And blow them at the Moone : O tis mod fweet 
When in one line two crafts directly meer, 

I i 
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The Trtgldie of Hamlet 

This roan (hall fet roe packing, 

I'le lugge the guts into the neighbour roome ; 
Mother good night indeed, this Counfailer 
Is now moft ftill,mofi fecrct,and tnoli graue, 
VVho yvasTtf’life a moft fooliih prating knaue. 
Come nr, to draw toward an end with you. 
Good night mother. . Exit, 



Enter King, and Queene,with Roftncraut 
and Gnjldcnfterne. 

King, There's matter in thefe fighes,thefe profound heaues, 
You mutt tranflate.tis fit we vndcrlbnd them, 

VVhere is your fonne ? 

Gen. Beftow this place on vs a little while. 

Ah mine owne Lord, what haue I feene to night ? 

King.W hat Gcrtard.hov/ dooes Hamlet ? 

Gerr.Mad as the fca and wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier in his lawlcffe fit, 

Behind the Arras hearing fome thing ftir, 

Whips out his Rapier, cryeis a Rat, a Rat, 

And in this brainifh apprehcofion kills 
The vnfcene good old min. 

King. Oheauydeed! 

It had bcene fo with vshad we bin there. 

His iibertie is full of threats to all, 

To you your felfe,to vs, to euery one, 

Alas, how fhali this bloody deed be anfwer'd ? 

It will be laid,to vs,whofe prouidence 

Should haue kept (hort,reflrain’d,and out of haunt 

This mad young man;but fo much was our loue. 

We would not vnderftand what was moft fit. 

But like the owner of a foule difeafe 
To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Euen on the pith of life : where is he gone ? 

Gert, To draw apart the body he hath kfld, 

Ore whom, his very madneffe like fome ore 
Among a minerall ofmettals bafe, 

Showes it fclfe pure, a weeps for what is done. 

King. Gert rad, come a way, 
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Prince o/’Denmarke." 

The Sun no fooner fhall the mountaines touch. 

But we will Lh p him hence.and this vile deed 

We muft with all our Mai ftie and skill Enter fyfaud Gujld. 

Both countenance andcxcufe. Ho Gulden (lerne, 

Friends both.go ioyne you with fame further ayd, 

Hamlet in madneffe hath Polonm flaine, 

And from his mothers clofet hath he drag’d him. 

Go feeke him out fpeake faire and bring the body 

Into the Chappell; I pray you haft in this 

Come Gertrard, wee’lecall vp our wifeft friends, 

And let them know both what we mcane to do 
And whats vntiroely done, 

Whofe whifper ore the worlds Diameter* 

As leuell as the Cannon to his blank, 

Tranfports his poyfoned (hot, may rniffe our name. 

And hit the woundleffe ayre,0 come away. 

My foule is full ofdifcord and diftnay. Exeunt, 

1 Enter Hamlet, Rof encr am and others, 

Ha. Safely ftowd,but foftly.what noife,who calls on Hamlet ? 

O here they come. _ ...... l j ^ 

Rof, What haue you done my Lord with the dead body r 

Ham. Compounded it-with duft whereto it is kin. 

Rof. Tell vs where tis that we may take it thence, 

'And beareit to the Chappell. 

Ham. Do not belceue it. 

Rof. Beleeuewhat? ' . , . 

Ham. That I can keep your counfaile and not mine owne, be- 
fidestobe demanded of a fpunge, what replication ftiould be 
made by the fonne of a King. 

Rof. Take you me for a fpunge my Lord ? 

Ha, I fir, that fokes vp the Kings countenance, his rewards,nis 
authorities, bur fuch ©fficers do the King beft feruice in the end, 
he keepstbem like an apple in the cornet of his iaw,firft mouth’d 
to be laft fwallo wed, when he needs what you haue gleand, it is 

but fqeefing you, and fpunge you (hall be dry againe.' 

Rof I vnderftand you not my Lord. # 

Ham. I am glad of it, a knauiih fpeech fleeps in a foohfh eare. 
Rof My Lord ; you muft tell vs where the body is,andgowita 

v»to the King. „ , 

8 | - Hamlet 



The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Ham. The body is with the King,but the King is not with th» 

body. The King is a thing. 

Gtijl. A thing my Lord. 

Ham. Of uothing, bring meto him. Exeunt, 

Enter King, and two or three. 

King* I haue fent to feek him, and to find the body, 

How dangerous is it that this man goes loofe. 

Yet mud not we put the ftrong-Law on him, 

Hec’s lou’d of the difirafted multitude,. 

Who like not in their iudgement,but their eyes. 

And where tis fo,th’offcndersfcourge is wayed 
But ncueT the offence : to beare all imooth and cuen. 

This fuddaine fending him away mutt feem 
Deliberate paufe, difeafes defperate grownc. 

By defperate applyance are relieu’d 
Or not at all. 

Enter Refiner out and all the reft. 

King. How now, what hath befalne ? 

Rof. Where the dead body is bellow’d my Lord 
We cannot get from him. 

King. But where i s he ? 

Rof. Without my Lord, guarded to know your pleafure. 

King. Bring him before vs. > 

Rof. Hoe, bring in the Lord. They Enter*, 

King. Now Hamlet, where’s "Polonim ? 

Ham. Atfupper. 

King. At fupper where, ' 

Ha. Not where he eates,but where he is eaten, a certain conuo* 
cation of politick worms areecnat himtyour worme is your only 
Emperour for dyer, we fat all creatures elfe to fat vs, and wefat 
our felues for maggots, your fat King & your leane Beggar is but 
variable fetuice, two ditties but to one tab!e,that s the end, 

Kmg. Ala(re,alafle. , 

Ham.h man may fitti with the worme that hath eat ofaKmg, 
«it of the fitti I hat hath fed of that worme. 

King. What doft thou meane by this ? 

Ham. Nothing but to £hew you how a King may goa pto- 



Trlnce o/Denmarke. 

Breffe through the guttes of a Beggar. 

King. Where is Polonim ! 

Ham. In heauen.fcnd thether to fee, if your meflenger find him 
not there, feeke him i’th other place your felfe, bat if indeed you 
find him not within this moneth, you (ball nofe him as you go vp 

the ttaires into the Lobby. 

King. Go feek him there. 

Ham. A will ftay till you come. 

King. Hamlet this deed for thine efpeciall fafety 
Which we doe tender, as wedeerly gricue 
For that which thou haft done, mutt fend thee hence: 

Therefore prepare thy felfe 5 

The Barke is readie,and the wind at help, 

Th’affotiats tend, and euery thing is bent 
For England. 

Ham. Vox England. . 

King. IHamlet . . . 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it if thou knew’ft our purpofe*; 

Ham. I fee a Cherub that fees them, but come for England £ 
Farewell deere mother. 

King. Thy louing father Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother, father and mother is man and wife* 

Man and wife is one flelh, fo my mother : 

Come for England. Exit . 

King. Follow him at foot, 

Tempt him with fpeed aboard, 

Delay it not, lie haue him hence tonight; 

A way .for euery thing is feald and done 

That els leanes on the affaire, pray you make haftj 

And England if my loue thou hold’ft at ought, 

As my great power thereof may giue thee fence. 

Since yet thy Cicatrice lookes raw and red. 

After theDanifti Sword, and thy free awe 
Paies homage to vs, thou maift not coldly fet 
Our Soueraigneproceffe,' which imports at full 
By letters congruing to that effe& 

The prefent death of Hamlet, do it England, 

For like the Hc&ick in my blood he rages, 
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im i ragruie cy namiet 

And thou mult cure me nil 1 know tis done. 

How ere my haps , my 10 , es will ncere begin: Exitl 

Enter Fortinbrajfe with hit Armte otter the Stage, 

Fortin, Go Captaine, from me greet the Danijh King,' 

Tell him, that by his licence Fortinbraff'e 
Craues the conueyance ofa promis’d march 
Ouer his Kingc?ome,you know tberendezuo.us. 

If that his Maiefty would ought with vs, 

We {hall expreffe our duty in his eye. 

And let him know fo. 

Cap. I will doo’t my Lord. 

Fortin. Gofoftlyon. 

Enter Hamlet, Ro fencr am, (fie. 

Ham, Good fir whofe powers are thefe? 

Cap. They arc of Norway fir. 

Ham, How propofd fir I pray you ? 

Cap. Againft fome part of Poland . 

Ham. Who commands them fir ? 

Cap. The Nephew to old Norway, Forttnhrajfe. 

Ham. Goes it againft the maine of 'Poland fir ? 

Or for lome frontirt ? 

Cap. Truly to fpeake,and with no addition. 

We goe to gaine a little patch of ground 
That hath in it no profit but che name 
To pay fiue duckets, fiue I would not farme it ? 

Now will ityeeld to Norway or the Pole 
A ranckerrate,(hould it be fould in fee. 

Ham. Why then the Pellacke ncuer will defend it. 

Cap. Yes it is already garifond. 

Ham. T wo thoufand foules and twenty thoufand duckets 
Will not debate the queftion of this ftraw. 

This is ch’importume of much wealth and peace. 

That in ward breakes and fhewes no caufe without 
Why the man dies. I humbly thankc you fir. 

Cap. God buy you fir. 

Xof. Wil’t pleafe you goe my Lord ? 

Ham. Tie be with you ftraighc,go a little before? 

How all occafions do informe againft me, 



P/7#tto/Denmarke. 

And fpur my dull reuenge. What is aiman 
If his chiefe good and market ofhis time 
Be but to deep and feed, a beaft.no more : 

Sure he that made vs with fuch large difeourie 
Looking before and after, gaue vs not 
That capability and God-like reafon 
To full in vs vnus’d.now whether it be 
Beftiall obliuion,or fome crauen fcruple 
Ofthinkirig too precifely on th’euent, 

A thought which quartered hath but one part wifdome, 

And euer three parts coward 1 do not know 
Why yet I liue to fay this thing’s to doe, 

Sith I haue caufe, and will and ftrength,and meane# 

To doo’tiexamples groffc as earth exhort me, 

Witneffc this Army of fuch mafic and charge. 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whofe (pirit with diuine ambition puft, 

Makes mouthes at the inuifible euent, 

Expofing what is mortal], and vnfure, 

To all thatfortune,death and danger dare, 

Euen for an Egge-fhel!, Rightly to be great. 

Is not to ftir without great argument, 

Butgreatly to find quarrel! in a ftraw 
When honours at the ftake.How ftand I theh 
That haue a father kild, a mother {tam'd, 

Excitements of my reafon, and my blood, 

And let all fleep.while to my {frame I fee 
The iminent death of twenty thoufand men, 

That for a fantafie and trick of fame 
Go to their graues like beds,fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the caufe. 

Which is not tombe enough and continent 
To hide thcflaine.O from this time forth, 

My thougnts be bloody, or be nothing worth. Exit. 

Enter Horatio, Gertrard,and a Gentleman. 

Ogee . I will not fpeak with her. 

Gea.Shc is importunate. 

Indeed diftradfcjher mood will needs be pittied, 

K gge. 



TkeTrugetie of Hamlet 

Qftee , What would fhe haue ? 

Gent. She fpeaks much of her Father, fayes fre hcares 
There’s tricks i’th world, .and hems,and beats her heart. 

Spumes enuioufly at flrawes, fpeaks things in doubt 
That carry but halfe fence, her fpeceh is nothing, 

Yet the vnfhaped vfe of it doth moue 
The hearers to colle£lion,they yawne at it, 

And botch the words vp fit to their owne thoughts j 
Which as winks and nods,andgeftures yeeld them, 

Indeed would make one thinkc there might.be thoughc 
Though nothing fure,vet much vnhappily. 

Hora.Twcte good fhe were fpoken with, for fhe may drew 
Dangerous conte&ures in ill-breeding mindes, 

Let her come in. 

Enter Ophelia- 

Quee. ‘To my ficke foule, as fins true nature is,'. 

■ ‘Each toy feemes prologue to fome great amide, 

‘So full of artleffe iealoufie is guilt, 

‘It fpills it felfe,in fearing to be fpilt. 

Oph. Where is the beauteous Maiefty of Denmark! 

Quee, How now Ophelia. « [hejtngs. 

Ophe. How frould I your true loue know from andther < 

By his cockle hat and ftaffe,and his Sendall fhoone. 

Quee. Alafle fweet Lady, what imports this fong ? 

Oph. Say you, nay pray you marke. 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone. Song. 

At his head a grade greenc turph, a t his hcelcs a done. 

O bo. 

Quee. Nay but Ophelia. . .. 

Ofh. Pray you marke. White his fhrowd as the mountain 1 «>W 
Enter King. 

jgflftf.Maffelooke heremy Lord. 

Ophe. Larded all with fweete flowers, 

Which beweepc to the ground did not go Seng,. 

With true loue fhowers. 

King. How do you pretty Lady ? • 

Oph. Well good dild you , they fay the Owle was a Bakers 
daughter. Lord we know what we are, buc know not what wee 
may be 5 God be at your table* 



rone., 
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Prince of Denmarke: 

King. Conceit vpon her Father. 

Ophe. Pray lets haue no words of this, but when they ask you 
what it meanes,fay you this. 

To morrow is dentines day. Song. 

All in the morning betime. 

And I a mayd at your window 

To be your Valentine, 

Then vp he rofe,and dond his dofe,and dupt the chamber doore. 
Let in the maide, that out a maide, neuer departed more. 

King. Pretty Ophelia, 

Oph.lndecd without an oath pie make an end on r. 

By gis and by Saint charity, 
alack and fie for frame. 

Young men will doortif they come too*r, 
by Cock they arc to blame. 

<2uoth fre.bcfore you tumbled me,you promifd me to wed, 

(He anfwers)So frouid I a done by yonder fun 
And thou had# not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath fre beene thus ? 

Oph. I hope all will be well, we mu ft be patient, but I cannot 
chufe but weep tothink they would lay him i’th cold grouod.mv 
brother frail know of it,& fo I thank you for your good counfel 
Come my Coach,God night Ladies, God night. ** 

Sweet Ladies God night, God night. 

Ktng. Follow her clofe,giue her good watch I pray you 
O this is thepoifor 1 of deep griefe, itfprings all from her Fa'thers 
death, and now behold, O Gertrard, Gertrard, 

When fonowes come, they come norfingle fpics. 

But in battalians : firft her Father flaine, 

Next, your fonne gone, and he moft violent Author 
Of his owne iuft remoue,the people muddied 

Thick and vnwholfome in thoughts,and whifpers 

For good Polonitu death:8c we haue done but greenly 

T« Unnn»« tvin L Ak .In. 
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And wants not buzzers w infeft his «ij* ; 

With peftilent fpeeches of his fathers death, 

Wherein necefficie of matter begger , 

Will nothing fticlc out petfon 

In eare and eare : O my deare Bma, d,thK 

Like to a Murdrlug-peece ,n many P lac« . 

Giuesme fopeiflnoos death. Amp within. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Ki „ g . Attend, where are my Swiffers.let them guard the door,. 

What is the matter? 

Meffcn. Saue your felfe ™y. L °* d * 

The Ocean ouer-peering of his lilt, • 

Eates net the flats with more impetuous haft 
And as the world were now but to begin, 

Antiquitie fo- got, cuftome not knowne. 

The ratifiers and props ofe “ er y^°l..’ 

Oto it coumer, you f.lfe Danilh dogs. 

Enter Laertes with others. 

ftand y° ua11 without.. 

«/#//.No lets come in. , 

Uer. I pray you giue me leaue. 

^ee.^anke y^u heepe the doore.O thou Tile King, 

Giue me my father. 

GcfesMckold to my father, brands the Harlot 

Euen here between the chad vnfmetched brow 

Of my true mother. 



Pm^o/Dcnmarke. ' 

let him goe Gertrard, donot feareourperfon, 

Thei’s fuch diuinitie doth hedge a King, 

That treafon cannot peepe to what it would, 

Aft’s little ef his will, tell me Laertes 

Why thou att thus incenft, let him go Gertrard, 

Speake man. 

Laer. Where is my father ? 

King. Dead. 

Quee. But not by him. 

King, Let him demand his fill, 

Laer. How came he dead? lie not be iugled with. 

To hell al!egiance,vowcs to the blackeft deuil, 

Confcience and grace, to the profoundeft pit 
I dare damnation, to this point I ftand. 

That both the worlds I giue to negligence, 

Let come what comes, onely lie bereueng’d 
Moft throughly for my father. 

King. Who fhall flay you ? 

Z,rf«v My will, not all the wotlds : 

Andformy meanes lie husband therafo well. 

They fhall goe farre with little. # . 

King. Gopd Laertes , if you defirc to know the ccttaintic 
Of your deare father, i’ft writ in yourreuenge. 

That foop-flake, you will draw both friend and foe 
Winner and loofer. 

Laer. None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them then? 

Laer. To his good friends thus Wide Tie opemyarmer, 
And like the kind life-rendering Pelican, 

Repaft them with my bloud. 

King. Why nowyoufpeake 
Like a good child and a true Gentleman. 

That I am guilclefle of your fathers death, . 

And am moft fenfible in griefe for it, 

It fhall as ieuelko your iudgement peare 
As day does to your eie. A noyfe within. 

Enter Ophelia . 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now what noife is that ? 

K 3 




The Tntgedte of Hamlet 

O heate, dry vp my braines, teares fcucn time* fait 
Burnc out the fence and vertue of mine eye. 

By heauen thy madnes fball be paid with weight 
Till our fealeturpethebeame. ORofeofMay, 

Deere maid, kind lifter, fweet Ophelia , 

OHeauens, iftpoflible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortal! as a pooic mans life ! 

Ophe. They bore him barc-fac’d on the Becre, Song, 

And in his graue rain'd many a teare, 

Fare you well my Doue. 

Laer . Hadft thou thy wits, and did'ft perfwade reuenge 
It could notmooue thus. 

Ophe. You muft fiBg a downe, a downe. 

And you call him a downe a. O how the wheclc becomes it. 

It is the falfe Steward that Role his Maftcrs Daughter, 

Laer. This nothing’s more then matter. 

Ophe. There’s Rofemary.that for remembrance, pray you loue 
remember, and there is Pancies, thats for thoughts. 

, Laer. A document in madnes 5 thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Ophe. There’s Fennill for you, and Colembines, there’s Rew for 
you, and heere’s feme for mce, wee may call it herbe of Grace a 
Sundayes, you may weare your Rew with a difference, thcrc’sa 
Dafie, I would giue you fame Violets, but they witherd all when 
my Father died, they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my ioy. 

Laer. Thought and affliftions,paflion, hell it felfe 
She turnes to fauour and to prettineffe. 

Ophe. And will a not come againe, Seng. 

And will a not come againe, 

No, no, he is dead, go to thy death bed, 

He neuer will come againe. 

His beard wa* as white as friow. 

Flaxen was his pole, , j 

He is gone, he is gone, and we caft away mone, 

God a mercie on his foule, and allChtiftians foules, 

43od buy yous. 

Laer. Doe you this O God. 

King. Laertes, I muft commune with your griefc. 

Or you d eny me right, goe but a part, ^ 



Prince ofDc nmarke/ ■ 

Make choice of whom your wifeft friends you will, 

And they fhall hcare and iudge twixt you and me. 

If by diredf or by collaturall hand 

They find vs toucht, we will our Kingdome giue, 

Our crowne, our life, and all that we call ours 
To you in fatisfa&ion j but if not, 

Be you content to lend yourpatience to vs, 

And we fhall ioyntly labour with your foule | 

To giue it due content. 

Laer. Let this be fo. 

His meancs of death, his obfeure funeral!, 

No Tropha:, Sword, nor Hatchment ore his bones. 

No noble right, nor formall oftentation, 

Cry to be heard as twere from heauen to earth. 

That I muft call't in queftion. 

King. So you fhall. 

And where th’ Offence is, let the great axe fall, 

I pray you goe with me. Exeunt. 

Enter Horatio and others . 

Hera. What are they that would fpeake with me? 

Gen. Sea-faring men fir, they fay they haue Letters for you., 
Hora. Let them come in. 

I doe not know from whatpart of the world 
Ifhould be greeted. If no: from Lord Hamlet , Enter Sajlers. 
Say. God bleffe you fir, 

Hera. Let him bleffe thee to. 

Say. A fhall fir and pleafe him, there's a Letter for you fir , it 
came from the Embaflador that was bound for England , if you* 
name be Horatio , as I am let to know it is. 

Hor. Horatio, when thou fhalt haue ouer-look’t this, giue thefe 
fellowes fome meanes to the King, they haue Letters for him: Ere 
we were two daies old at Sea , a Pirat of very warlike appoint- 
ment gaue vs chafe, finding ourfelues too flow of faile, we put on 
a compelled valour, and in the grapple I boorded them, on the in- 
ftant they got cleere of our fhip,fo I alone beeame their prifoner, 
they haue dealt with me like thecues of mercy, but they jenew 
what they did:I am to doe a turne for them, let the King haue the 
Letters I haue fent, and fepaire thou to me with as much fpeed 

a* thou wouldft flic death. I haue words to fpeakein thine ears 

- - - - -rt mam 
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- The Tntgedk of Hamlet 

will make thee dumbc, yet are they much too light for the bord 
of the matter , thefe good fellowes will bring thee wherel am, 
Rofencrates and GuilderflernehoU their courfe for England, o f them 
I haue much to tell thee, farweil. 

So that thoukyomfl thing Hamlet, 

Hora. Come I wil make you way for thefe your Letters 
And doo’c the fpeedicr that you may direft me 
To him from whom yon brought them, Extant, 

Enter King and Laertes . 

King. Now mud your confcicnce my acquittance feale, 

And you muftput me in your heart for friend, 

Sith you haue heard and with a knowing eare. 

That he which hath your noble father (Uine 
Purfued my life. 

Laer. It well appeares : but tell me 
Why you proceed not againft thefe feates 
So cruninall and fo capitall in nature. 

As by your fafetie, greatnefle, wtfdome, all things elfe, 

You mainly were ftirr’dvp. 

King. O for two fpeciall reafons 
Which may to you perhaps feeme much vnfiunoW’d, 

But yet to me tha*r ftrong, the Qjicenc his mother 
Liues almoft by his lookes, and for my felfe, 

My vertueor my plague, be it either which, 

She is fo condiue to my life and foule. 

That as the ftarre mooues not but in his Sphere 
I could not but by hers the other motiue. 

Why to a pubhke count I might not goe. 

Is the oreat loue the generall gender beare him, 

Who dipping all his faults in their affc&ion, 

Worke like the Spring that turneth woodtoftone, 

Conuett his Giues to graces, fo that my arrowes 
Too (lightly timbered for fo loued armes, 

VVould haue reuerted to my bow againe,^ 

But not where I haue aim'd them. 

Laer. And fo I haue a noble father loft, 

A fitter driuen into defperate termes, 

Whofe worth, if praifes may goe backe againe 
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Prince 0/Denmarke." 

Stood challenger on mount of all the age 

For her perfedions.but my reuenge will come." • -:;.i 

King. Breake not your fleeps for that, you muft not think? 
That we are made of ftuffe fo fiat and ditfl. 

That we can let our beard be fhooke with danger, 

And thinke it paftime, you fhortly fliall hear? more, 

I loti'd your father, and we loue our felfe, ' ^ i 

And that I hope will teach you to imagine. 






Enter a fJMejfenger with Letters. 

Mejfen. Thefe to your Maiefty,this to the Queerie. 

King. From Hamlet, who brought them ? 

Mejfen. Sailers my Lord they fay, I faw them not, 

They were giuen me by Clandto, he receiucd them 
Of him that brought them. 

King. Laertes you ftiall heare them : leaner*. 

High and mighty , you fcallknow I am fet naked onyotirKine- 

fsr * *° ( T°" OW fta11 1 b ? g lea “ c to fee y° m Ki °g ] y when 
I fiiall firft asking yon pardon, t hereunto recount the occafion of 
my {udden re turne. 

King whatfhould 1 this meane, are all thereft come backe. 

Or is n Lome abule, and no fuch thing? * 

Laer. Know you the hand? 

King, Tis Hamlets chara&er, Naked, 

And in a pbftfcript here he faies alone. 

Can you deuife tne ? 
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Laer. I am loft in it my Lord, but let him come. 

It warmes the very ficknefie in my heart 
That I liue and tell him to his teeth. 

Thus didft thou. * 

* King. If it be fo Laertes, 

As howihould it befo, how orfierwife 
Will you be rul’d by me ? 

Laer. I my Loid,fo you will not ore-rule me to a peace 
King. T o thine o wne peace, if he be now returned 
As liking not his Voyage, and that hemeanes. 

No more to vndertake ic, I wiil worke him 
To an cxploite, now ripe in my deuife, 
lyudcr the which he fliall not choofc but fall ; 



And 
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And for his death no wind of blame (hall breathe, 

But euen hismother (ball vnehargethe pradbic. 

And call it accident. 

Laer, My Lord! will be told. 

The rather if you could deuife it lo 
That I might be the organ. 

King. It falls tight, - 

You hauc bin talkt of fince your trauel Imtteh, 

And that in Hamlets hearing for a quahtie 
Wherein the, f.y ,o. flhne, tonme^mr 
Did not together plucke fuch enuie from him. 

As did that one, and that in my regard 

Of the vnworthieft fiege. , 

Laer. What part is that my Lord ? ^ 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth 

Yet need full too, tor youth no leffe becomes 
The light and carekife liuerie that it weares 

Then tiled ege/hi.f.ble., arid tns w'd. 

Jmpntdnghefhh end geeneneffei two monethe fine. 
Heere «»s ■ .Gentl «»j the Tr«cb, 

Whh th^ brauebeS ^fo farce hT topt rae thought. 
That I in forgerie offhapes and tucks 
Come fhort of what he did. 

Laer. A Norman waft ? 

King. A Norman. 

Lair. Vpon my life Lamord. 

S^vSi^tUheUtheh^hlndeed. 

And gfue you fuch a mafterly report 

For arc and exercife in your defence, 

Andforyour Rapier moftelpeoaii, 

Thathecrid out tVouldbc a fights dec 



(prince of Denmark 

If one could march you; the Scrimers of their nation 
Hefwore had neither motion, guard, nor etc, 

If you oppos’d them; fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet fo enuenom with his enuie. 

That he could nothing do, but wifh and beg 
Your fodaine commingore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer. What out of this my Lord ? 

King. Laertes was your father, deere to you ? 

Or are you like the painting of a forrow, 

A face without a heart ? 

Laer. Why aske you this ? 

Ksng.Not that I think you did notloue your father, 
But that I know, loue is begun by time. 

And that I fee in paffages of proofe. 

Time qualifies the fparke and fire of it. 

There Hues within the v ery flame of lou# 

A kind of weeke or fnuffe that will abate it. 

And no thing is at a like goodneffe flill. 

For goodneffe growing to a.plurifie. 

Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe 
We fhould doe when we would s for this WtttUl chsng 
And hath abatements and delayer as many, 

As there are longues , are h ands, are accidents^ 

And then this Sbettld is like a fpend-thrift* figh. 

That hurts by eafing; but to the quicke of th’vlcer, 
Hamlet comes back what would you vndertake 
To fhew your felfe indeed your fathers fonne 
More then in words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat i'th Church. 

King, No place indeed fhould murther fanduarize, 
Rcuenge fhould hauc no bounds : but good Laertes 
Will you do this, keepe clofe within your chamber 
Hamlet return'd, fhall know you are come home, 
Wtcle put on thofc fhall praife your excellence. 

And fet a double varnifh on the fame 
ThcFri0ffoMwgaueyou:bring you in in fine together 
And wager ore your beads; he being renufTe, 

Moft generous, and free from all contriuing. 



■ 
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Will not perufe the foiles, fo that with cafe, 

Or with a little fhuffling, you may choofe '» 

A Sword vnbated,and in apace of praftife* 

Requite him for your father. 

Laer. I will doo’c,. 

And for the purpofcj He annoint my Sword,, 

I bought an Vnftionofa Mountcbanke 
So mortall, that bdt dip a Knife in it, 

Where it drawcs bloud, no Cataplafme fo rare 

Colleftcd from all fimples that haue vertue 

Vnder theMoone.can &ue the thing from death 

That is but fcratcht with all, lie touch my point 

With this contagion, that if I gall him flightly, itmay be death. 

King* Lets further thinke of this. 

Weigh what conudance" both of time and meanes 
May 6c vs to our (hape if this fhould faile, 

And that our drift looke through our bad performance^ 

Twere better not affayd. Therefore this proieft, 

Should haue a backe or fecond that might hold 
If this did blaft in proofe; foft let me fee, 

Wee’le make a folemne wager on your cunnings, 

I hau’t, when in your motion you are hot and drie, ■, 

As make your bouts more violent to that end, 

And that he cals for drinke, lie haue pteferd him 
A Challice for thoonce, whereon but fipping, 

If he by chanceefcape your venom’d ftuck, 

Our purpofc may hold there; but Hay, what noife ? 

Enter Oueen e. 

Quee. One woe doth tread vpon anotV.ers hcclej. 

So fall they follow; your fitters drownd Laertes. 

A^er.Drown'djO where ? 

^»ec.Therc is aWillow growes afeaunt theBrook,’ 

That fhowes his hoarie leaues in the glafiie'ftreamej 
There with fantaftick garlands did flic make 
Of Crow-flowres, Nettles, Dafi'es, and long Purples 
That liberallShephcrds giue agroffer name. 

But our culcold maids do dead mens fingers cal them. 

There on the pendant boughes her Coronet weeds 

€law° 



"Prince 0/ Denmark©. 

Clambring to hang, an enuieus fluer broke 
When downe her weedy trophses and her felfe, 

Fell in the weeping Brooke, her clothes fpred wide. 

And Mermaid-like a while they bore her vp, 

VVhich time fhe chanted fnatebes of old lauds. 

As one incapable of her owne diftrefle. 

Or like a creature natiuc and indewed 
Vntothat element, but long it could not be 
Till that her garments beauy with their drink, 

Puld the poore wench from her melodious lay 

To muddy death. 

Eaer. Aiaffe then is (he drown’d. 

Quee. Drown’d, drown'd; 

Lar.Too much of water haft thou poore Ophelia, 

And therefore I forbid my teares ; but yet 
It is our trick, nature her cuftome holds. 

Let ftiamc fay what it will, when thefe are gone. 

The woman will be our. Adiew my Lord, 

Ihaue a fpecch a fire that faine would blafe. 

But that rhis folly drownes it Exit, 

King. Let’s follow Gertrard, 

How much I had to do to calme his rage, 

Now fcare I this will giue it ftart againe. 

Therefore lets follow. Exeunt. 

Enter two Clown es, 

C/ww.Isfheto be buried in Chriftian burial, when fhe wilfully 
feeks her owne faluation C 

OfAe. I tell thee fhe is , therefore make her graue fir a ight, the 
Crowner hath fate on her, and finds it Chriftian burial!. 

Clow. How can that be,vnlcflc fhe drown’d her felfe in her own 
defence. 

Otb.Why tis found foi 

. Clow. It muft be fo offended, it cannot be elfe, for here lies the 
point, if I drowne my felfe wittingly, it argues an aft* and an aft 
hath three branches , it is to aft, to do, to performe, or all ; fhe 
drown’d her felfe wittingly. 

£W>.Nay,buthere you good man deluer. 

Clow. Giue me leaue, here lies the water, good, here Hands the . 

L j mart, 
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I, tell me that and vnyoke, 
Aarry now I can tell. 



1 cannot tell 



about it, for your dul affe wil 



The Trrtgedie of Hamle t 

inanjgood.ifthcman goctothis waccr and drownehimfelfe, 
will he,nill he, he goes,marke you that, but if c e water come 
him, and drowne him, he drownes not himfejfe, argali, he that it 
not guilty of his owne death lhortens not his owne Lfa, 

Oth. But is this law ? 

Clow, 1 marry i’ft,Crowners queft la w. 

Oth. Will you ha the truth an’t, if this had not been a gentle. 
Woman,fhe fhould haue bin buried out a Chriftian burial]. 

Clow. Why there thou faift,and the more pitty that great folke 
ftiould haue countenance in this world to drowne or hang them, 
felucs.more then thdr euen Chriften : Cotre my fpade, there is no 
ancient gentlemen butGardners, Ditchers , and Graue-makers, 
they hold vp e/ 4 W<«wrprofe(fion. 

Oth. Was he a gentleman ? 

Clow . A was the firft that euer bore atmes. 
l’le put another queftion to thee, if thou anfwereft menotto the 
purpofe, confeffe thy r “ ,f - 
Oth.G oe to. 

£3 Q ow. What 
the Shipwright, or the Carpenter. 

OthlVac gallowcs.makciTfor that out~liues a thoufand tenants. 
Clow. 1 like thy wit well in good faith,the gallowes dooes well, 
but how doocs it wellplt dooes wel to thofe that do il!,now thou 
dooft ill to fay the gallowes is built ftronger then the Church, ar- 
gall,the gallowes may doe well to thee. Too’tagaine.come. 

Oth. Who builds a *’ — “ w * r "’' 

Carpente 
Clow. 

Marry now I 
Oth.Too’t. 

CAw.Cudgel thy .. , 

not mend his pace with beating, &when yout are asKt this queflio 
next,fay agtvue-tnaker.the houl'es he 
Goc get thee in and fetch me a foope < 

‘ In youth when I did louc did lone, 

Methoughtit was very fweet 
To contra# O the time for a my bchoue 
O me thought there a wm nothing a meet. 



V 



prince o/’Denmarke. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his bufiocsPa lings in graue- 
tnaking. 

Hora.Cuftomehathmadeitinhim a property of eafines. 

Ha. Tis een fo, the hand of little imploiment bath the daintier 
C/<w.But age with his ftealing fteps Seng. (fence, 

hath clawed me in his clutch. 

And hath (hipped me into rheiand, 
as iflhad neucr been fuch. 

Ham. That skull had a tongue in it, and could ling once,how the 
knaue iov/les it to the ground , as if t’were Cains iaw-bone, that 
did the firft murder ; this might be the pate of a pollititian.which 
this Affe now oie-reaches ; one that would circumuent God, 
might it not? 

Hora. It might my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a Courtier , which could fay good morrow my 
Lord : how dolt thou fweet Lord ? This might be my Lord fuch 
a one, that praifed my Lord fuch a ones hori'e, when a meant to 
beg it : might it not? 

Hora. I my Lord. 

Hrf.Why een fo.and now my Lady worms Choples,and knockt 
about the mazer with a Sextens fpade ; heer’s fine reuolution and 
we had the tricke to fee’t, did thefe bones colt no more the bree- 
ding, but to play at loggits with them: mine ake to thinke on t. 
Clow. A pickax and a fpade a fpade. Song. 

for and a fhrowding Ihecr, 

O a pit of Clay for to be made 
for fuch a gueft is meet. 

H-i.There’s another, why may not that be the skul of a Lawyer? 
where be his quiddities now, his qualities, his cafes, his tenures, 
and his tricks? why dooes he fuffer this mad knaue now to knock 
him about the fconce with a dirty flaouell,and will not tell him of 
his actions of battery :hum, this fellow might be in's time a great 
buyer oi Land, with his Statutes, his recognifances, his fines, hfs 
double vouchers, his recoueries, to haue his fine pate full of fine 
durt : will vouchers vouch him no more of his purchafcs and 
doubles , then the length and breadth of a payre of Indentures? 
The very conueyanccs of his Lands willfcarcely lye in this box, 
and mull th’inheritor himfelfe haue no more ? ha, 

Hora. Not a iot more my Lord. Ham. 



1 
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, The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Ham. Is not parchment made offoeep-skins ? 

Hora. I my Lord, and of Calue-skins too. 

Ham. They nre Sheep and Caines which fecke out affuranec in 
that, I will fpeake to this fellow. Whofe graue’s this firra ? 

Clm. Mine fir, or a pit of clay for to be made.' 

Ham. I thinke ic thine indeed for thou lyeft in’t. 

Clow. You lye out on’c fir, and therefore tis not yours j for my 
part I do not lye in’t, yet it is mine. . 

Ham. Thou doft lye in’t to be in’t and fay it is thine, tis for the 
dead, not for the quick, therefore thou lyeft. 

Clow. Tis a quick lye fir, twill away agaijne from me to you. 

Ha. What man doft thou dig it for ? 

C/ojv.For no man fir. 

Hww.What woman then ? 

C/<w.For none neither. 

Haw. Who is to be buried in’t ? / , { , 

Clow. One that was a woman fir, but reft her foule fhee’s dead. 

Hiw.How abfolute the knaue is,wc rouft fpeak by the card, or 
equiuocatio vyil vndoo vs.By the Lord Horatio, this thrteyeres I 
haue took note of it,the age isgrown fo picked,ihat the toe of the 
pefant comes fo neere the hcele of the Courtier he galls his kjfoe, 
Hdwlonghaft thou been a Grauc-makcr ? 

Qow. Of the daies i’th ycere I came too’c that day that our latt 
King Hamlet ouetcame Foninbrajfe. 

Ham. How long is that fince? 

Clo. Cannot you tell that ? euery foole can tell *pat,it was that 
very day that young Hamlet was Borne : he that is mad and lent 
into England. 

Ham. I marry, why was be fent into England.? ^ 

C/w.Why becaufe a was mad : a (ball rccoucr his wits there, 
or if a doe not, tis no great matter there. 

Haw.Why t ^ 

Clow. Twill not bee fecne }n him there, there are men asmau 

Htfw.How came he mnd i 

Clow.Vciy ftrangely they fay. 

Ham.Hoyj ftrangely ? 

Clow. Faith eeh with loofing his wits. 

Ham. V non what ground i . 

£Y(w.Why heteia'Devmarl^: Ihaue bin Sexton here man ana 
boy thirty y cares. Hm ' 



Prince o/Denmarkc." 

riatn How long will a man lye i’th earth ere he rot ? 

Clow'. Faith if* be not rotten before a dye , aswehauemany 
nockv corfes, that will fcarce hold the laying in , a will lafi you 
Forne eight yeere.or nine ycere. A Tanner will lafi you nine yeare. 
Ham. Why he mere then another? 

%Z Why fir, his hide is fo tand with his trade that a will keep 
out water a great while ; and your water is a fore decayer of your 

whotfon dead body , hcer’s a fcull now hath lyen you . th earth 

Ham. Whofe was it ? (^enty three yearns 

Clow. A whorfon mad fellowes it was, whofe do you think it 

Ham. Nay I know ntfr. ^ ms f 

Clow . A peftilence on him for a mad rogue,a pourd a ftagon o 
Renifti on my head once ; this fame skull fir, was fit Toners *kul , 

the Kingslcfter. 

Ham. This? 

Clew. Eco that. c , c . 

Alas poore Torickel knew him Horatio, a fellow ofinhmte 
ieft.ofmoft excellent fancy, he hath bore me on his back a thou- 
fand times , and now how abhorred in my imagination it is : my 
oorge rifes at it. Here hung thofc lips that I haue kiftl know not 
. how oft: where be your gibes now ?your gamboles, your fongs, 
your flalbes of merriment , that were wont to fet the table on a 
roare, not one now to mock your own grinning, quite choptalne. 
Noweetyou to my Ladies table, and tell her , let her paint an 
inch thick.to this fauour (he mu ft come, make her iaught at thar. 
Prethee Horatio tell roe one thing. 

Hora. What’s that my Lord i . * 

Ha.Doll thou think Alexander lookt a this fauuon 1 th earth ? 

Hora Een fo. 

Ham, And fmelt fo : pah. 

Hon*. Een fo my Lord. 

Ham. Towhatbafe vfcswe may retuttt Horatio ? Why may 
not imagination trace the noble dull of ^Alexander, till a find it 

flopping a bunghole ? nr 

Hora. Twere to confidet too curioufly,to confider lo. 

Ha. No fait h,not a lot, but to follow him thetber with modefty 
enough, and likelihood to lead it .Alexander die d, Alexander was 
buried, Alexander returned to dull, the dull is earth, of earth we 
make lome.se why of that lomc whereto he was conuerted, might 

m inc y 
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The T rage Ale o/Haml et 

They not flop a Bee re- barrel!? 

Imperious Cafar dcad,and turn’d to Clay 
Might flop a hole tokeep the wind away.’ 



O that that earth which kepr the world in awe, 

Sould patch a wall t'cxpell the waters flaw. 

But loft,but foft awhile, here comes the Kin<\ r„,„ v . 

The Queen, the Courtiers,who is this they follow? Quee Laertfs 
And with fuch maimed rites ? this doth betoken TiHth r 

The corfe they followed with defprate hTnd ’ *"*“ 

Foredoo tt owne life, ’t was of fome eltate 
Couch we a while and marke. 

Laer. What Ceremony elfe ? 

Ham. That is Laertes a very noble you h, make. 

Laer. What Ceremony elfe ? 

Doff. Her obfequie* haue been as far inlarg’d 
As we haue warranty, her death was doubtful?, 

And but that great command ore-fwayes the order. 

She fhould in ground vnlan&ificd bin lodg’d 
Till the laft trumpet :for charitable prayers. 

Flints and peebles fhould bcthrowncon her : 

Yet here fhe is allow’d her virgin Crants, 

Her mayden ftre wmerits, and the bringing home 
Of bell and buriall. 

Laer. Muft there no more be doone ? 

Doff. No more be doone. 

We fhould prophanethefcrnice of the dead. 

To fing a Requiem and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted fouler. 

Laer. Lay her i’th earth, 

And from her faire and unpolluted flefh 
May Violets fpring : I tell thee churlifh Prieft, 

A. mini firing Angcll fhallmy lifter be 
When thou lyeft howling. 

feiw. Whac, the faire Ophelia.' 

Quee. Sweets to the fweet, farewell, 

I b'op’t thou Ihould’d haue bin my Hamlets wife* 

I thought thy bride- bed to haue dccjtt fweet mayd, 

And not haue ftrew’d thy graue. 

Laer . O trebble woe 

Fall 
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Fall ten times double on that curled head, 

Whofe wicked deed thy moftjingenious fence 
Depriued thee of, hold off the earth a while, 

Til I haue caught her once more in mine atmes; 

Now pile your duftvpon the quick and dead. 

Till of this flat a mountaine you haue made. 

To retop old Pelion t o r the skyefh head 
Qf blew Olympus. 

Ham. What is he whofe gtiefe 
Beares fuch an Emphafis,vtho(c phrafe offorrow 
Coniures the wandringStars,and makes them (land 
Like wonder wounded hearers ? tis I 
Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer. The Diuell take thy foule, 

Ha. Thou pray’ft not well, I prethee take thy fingers 
For though I am not fpleenatiue ralh, (from my throar s 
Yet haue I in me fometbing dangerous, 

Which let thy wifdomc feare j hold off thy hand ? 

King. Pluck them afunder, 

Quee. Hamlet, Hamlet, 
jill. Gentlemen. 

Bora. Good my Lordbe quiet. 

Ham. Why I will fight with him vpon this theame 
Vntill my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 

Quee. O my fonne,what theame ? 

Ham. I lou’d Ophelia : forty thoufand brothers 
Could not with all their quantity ofloue 
Make vp my fum. What wilt thou doo for her. 

King. O he is Laertes. 

Quee. For loue of God forbeare him? 

Ham. S’wounds fhew me what th’outdoo ; 

Woo’t weep, woo’t fight, woo’t faft, woo’t teare thy 
Woo’t drinke vp Efill,eat a Crocadile ( felfc. 

He doo’t : dooft come here to whine? 

To out-face me with leaping in her grade, 

Be buried quick with her, and fo will I. 

And if thou prate of mountaines, let them throw 
Millions of Acres on vs, till our ground 

Sindging his pate againft the burning Zone 1 

M a Make. | 




The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Make Ofla like a watt, nay and thou’lt mouthy 
Tie rant as wdlasthou. 

JW*.This is meere madneff?, 

And this a while the fit will workeon him, 

Anon as patient as a female Doe 
When that her golden cuplcts are difclofed 
His (ilence will fit drooping. 

Ham. Heare you fir. 

What is the reafon that you vfe me thus ? 

I lou’d you euer,buc it is no matter, 
let Hercules himfelfe do what he may 
The Cat will mew, a Dog will haue hisday Exit Hamlet, 
Ktng. I pray thee good Her at to wait vpon him. and Horatk. 

Strengthen yeur patience in our lafi nights fpecch, 

Weele put the mat ter to the prefent pufh : 

Good Gertrardki fome watch oucryourfonne. 

This graue fhall hauc a liuing monument, 

An houre of quiet thereby (bail we fee 
Tell then in patience our proceeding be. Exeunt . 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio, 

Ha. So much for this fir, now fhal you fee the other,. 

You do remember all the circumftance. 

Ror. Remember it my Lord. , 

Ham. Sir in my heart there was a kind of fighting 
That would not let me deep, me thought I lay 
Worfc then the mutines in the bilbo's, rafbly, 

And praifd be tafhnes for it : lec vs knoVv, 

©nr indiferetion fomecimes fcrucs v.s well 
When ottr deep plots do fal.and that (bould Icarne vs 
There’s a diuinicy that fbapes our ends. 

Rough hew them how we wid. 

Hora. That is moft certaine. 

Ham. V p from my Cabin, 

My fca-gowne fcarft about me in the darke 
Gropt I to find out them, had my Genre, 

Fingard their packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mine owne rooitte againe making, fo bold 
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Fftnce o/"Denmarke. 

My feares forgetting manners to vnfold 
The ir grand commimonj where I found Horatio 
A royall knauery, an exa& command 
Larded With many feuerall forts of reafons. 
Importing Denmark health, and England: to. 

With hof fuch Bugs aod Goblins in my life. 

That on tbe fuperuife no leifure bated, 

No not to flay the grin ding of the Axe, 

My head fhould beftrookeofk 

Hora, l’lt poflrble ? ( ... . 

Ham.Hcxz's the commiflion,read it at more leiiurcj 
But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed. 

Hora. Ibefeechyou. 

Ham- Being thus be-netted round with villaines, 
Or I could make a Prologue to my braines. 

They had begun the Play, I fat me downc, 

Deuis’d a new comtmfiion, wrote itfaire, 

I once did hold it as onr Statifts doe 
A bafeneffe to write faire, and labourd much 
How to forget that learning, but fir now 
It did me yeomans feruice, wilt thou know 
Th* effeft of what I wrote ? 

Hora. I good my Lord* 

Ham. An earned coniuratton from the King, 

As England was his faithfull Tributarie, 

As loue between them like the Palme might flonfh,, 
As peace fhould ftill her wheaten Garland wcarc 
Ana ft and a Comma tweene their amities. 

And many fuch like, as fir of great charge. 

That on the view, and knowing of thefe contens,. 
Without debatement further more or lene 
He fhould thofc bearers put to hidden death. 

Not fbriuing time allow’d. 

Hera. How was this feald ? 

Ham. Why euen in that was Heauen ordinanr* 

1 had my fathers fignet in my putfe 
Which was the modell of that Dattijh fcale, 

Folded the writ vp in the forme of th’othcr, ^ 
Subfcrib’dit, gau’tth’impreffion ? plac d it lately, . 

; - m 1 



The Tragedk of Hamlet 

The cbangling neuer knowne : now the next day 
Was our Sea-fight, and what to this was fequent 
Thou knoweft already, 

Hora, So Guyldenslerne and Rofencraui go too’t. 

Ham, They arc not neer my confcicnccjtheir defeat 
Does by their owne infinuation grow, 

Tis dangerous when the baler nature comes 
Betweenethc pafle and fell incenfcd points 
Of mightie Oppofitcs. 

Hera,. Why what a King is this.' 

Ham. Does it not think thee ftand me now vpon ? 

He that hath kild my King, and whor’d my mother, 

Pop*c in betweene the elciftion and my hopes. 

Thro wnc out his Angle for my proper life, 

And with fuchcofnagc,i’ltnoc perfe&confcicnce? 

Enter a Courtier, 

Ceur. Your Lordlhip is right welcome backe to Denmark?. 

Ham. I humbly thanke you fir, 

Doo’ft know this Water-flie ? 

Hora. No my good Lord. 

Ham. Thy ftate is the mere gracious , for tis a vice to know 
him. He hath much land and fertilldet a bead be Lord of beads, 
and his Crib (hall (land at the Kings meffe, tis a chough, but as I 
ihy,fpacious in the poffefliora of durr. 

Cour. Sweet Lord, if your Lordlhip were at leifure, l (hould 
unpart a thing to you from his Maiefiy. 

Ham. I will receiue it fir with all diligence of fpirit,your bon- 
net to his right vfe, tis for the head. 

Cour. I thanke your Lordlhip, it is very hot. 

Ham. No beleeue me, tis very cold, the wind is Northerly. 

Cour. It is Indifferent cold my Lord indeed. 

Ham. But yet me thinks it is very foultry and hot, or my com- 
plexion, . 

Cour. Exceedingly my Lord.it is very foultry as t’werel can- 
not tdl how : my Lord his Maiefiy bad me fignifie to you, that a 
has Jayed a great wager on your bead, fir this is the matter. 

Ham. I befeech you remember, f 

Cour. Nay good my Lord, for my eafe in good faith, nr here is 

newly come to Court Laertes , beleeue nice an abfoluteGentle- 
1 man, 



<Prin o/'Denmarke. 

- f a ll of moft CaC :llcn« differences , of very foft fociede, 
m d great (Rowing {indeed to fpeake feelingly of him, he is the 
Card or Kalender of jentrie : for you (hall find in him the conti- 
ent of what part a Gentleman would fee. 
n Ham. Sir, his dcfincmcnt fuffers no perdition in you, though I 
. w t o diuide him inuentorially , would dizzie th’arithmetiek 
f metnorie.and yet but raw neither, in refpe& of his quick faile, 
f in the verity of extclment,I take him to be afoulcofgreatxr- 
• le and his infufion of fuch dearth and rareneffe.as to make true 
<fxion of him, hisiemblableishismirrour, and who els would 
trace him, his vmbrage, nothing more. 

“ Cour. Your Lordlhip fpeakes moft infallibly of him. 

jUm. The concernancy fir, why do we wrap the Gentleman in 

our mo* rawer breath? 

HvM not poftiblc to vndcrftand in another tongue, you will 

Ham. Wha* imports the nomination of this Gentleman ? 

Hera. His purfe is empty alrcady.all’s golden words are fpent. 
Ham. Of him fir. 

m “cJ^. PP Yoo a« ignorant of what excellence Lurtti >>• 

L I dare not confefle that, lead I (hould compare with him 

in excellence, but to know a man well, were to know himfelte. 

Ceur I meane fir for this weapon , but in the imputation laid: 
on him by them in his meed, he*s vnfellowed. 

Ham. What’s his weapon ? 

Cour. Rapiar and Dagger. , 

Want That’stwo of his weapons, but wen. 

Ceur The King fir hath wagerd with him fix 'Barbary hoxks 
aeainft’the which he has impaund as I take it fix French 'Rapiers 
aid Poinatds, with their affignes, as girdle, hanger and fo-Toree 







The Tragedy of Hamlet 

' £** I. hC T r gC fir arc the dangers. 

could m Jc 1 Canon b» SriaS”? G "”f. to we 

till cheojbucon.fix ZlJL, horfe.^^r^'^®^*^"?'? 
affignes, end three liberal! couce!ted^,rm S ef te,h 'l 

S a Tb t D ft ^ “ ,his 311 v°“ 3311 M 

Ham. How iflanfwere no ? 

C h 2 ll i n f an n my ,L° r L d thc o PP°fiti°nof>ourpetfon in trial. 
• ,fff . S r , Wl!1 ™ a,ke ^ cerc in the hall.Ifit pleafe his Maiefty, 

ihe rl n ri r S° 8 n 1 - me ° fd , ay L With mc > lct chc f °ilesbe brought, 
the GentlernJJh willing, and the King hold his purpofe; I will win 

thcodde hits C *°* ' fn0t 1 WlH gaine nothin 8 but m y frame ■ and 
Cour, Shall I deliaer you fo? 

Ham. To this effedt fir, after what florifh your nature will* 
Cour. I commend my dtitie to your Lordlhip. 

Ham. Yours doo’s well to commend it himfelfe , there are no 
tongues elfe for his turne. 

Hora. This Lapwing runs away with the (hell on his head. 
Ham. A did fo fir with his dugge before a fuckt it, thus has he 
and many more of the fame breed that I know the droffie age 
dotes on, onely got the tune of the time, and out of an habit of 
incounter, a kind ofmiftie collect on, which c rries them through 
and through themoftprofaneand trennownt-d opinons, and doe 
but blow them to their triail, the bubbles ate our. 



Enter a Lord. 

Lord. My Lord, his Maieftie commended him to you by yong 
Oflricke, who brings back to him that you attend him in the hall, 
he fends to know if your pleafure hold to play withiw«rrc/,or that 
you will take longer time ? 

Ham. I am conftant to my purpofes , they follow the Kings 
pleafure,! This fitneffe fpeakes,minc is rcadymow or whenfocuer, 
prouided I be fo able as noyv» 

t * — - 



Lord, 
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^ rinse tf Den mar ke. 

hnd. The King and Queenc and all are coroming downe. 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. The Queenc defires you to vfe fome gentle entertain- 
mentto Laertes, before you go to play. 

Ham. Shec well in fttu&s roe. 

Hora, You will loofe my Lord. 

Ham. I do not think fo, fince he went into Franco , I haue bin 
in continuall pra&ife, I frail winne at the oddest thou would ft 
notthinke how ill all’s hecre about my heart, but it is no matter. 

Hora. Nay good my Lord. ' 

Ham. It is but foolerie, but it is fuch a kind of game-gimng, 

as would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hora. If your mind diflike any thing, obaytt, IthallroreftaSl 

their repaire hither and fay you are not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit we defie Augutie, there is fpeciall ptouidence 
in the fall ©fa Sparrow, if it bee, tis not to come, if it bee not to 
come it will be now, if it be not now, yet it will come, the readi- 
ne/Te is all, fince no man of ought he leaues , knowes what ift to 
leaue betimes, let be. 

A table prepared, Trumpets, Drums and Officers witbC»ffiions, 
King, Queene, and all thefiate, Voiles, Daggers, and Laertes. 

King. Come Hamlet, come and take this hand from me. 

Ham. Giue me your pardon fir, I haue done you wrong. 

But pardon’t as you are a Gen; leman, this prefence knowes. 

And you muft needs haue heard,bow I am punifht 
With a lore diftra&ion s what I haue done 
That might your nature, honour, and exception 
Roughly awake I hecre proclaime was madneffe,.. 

Wa(? Hamlet wronged Laertes ? neuer Hamlet, 

If Hamlet from himfelfe be tane away. 

And when he’s not himfelfe, doc’s wrong Laertes. 

Then Hamlet doe’s it not, Hamlet denies it, 

Who does it then? his madneffe. Ift be fo, 

Hamlet is of the faftion that is wronged, 

His madneffe is poors Hamlets enemie. 

Let my declaiming from a purpos’d cuill, 

Free me fo farre in your moft generous thoughts 

That Ihaucfrot my Arrow ore the houfe ^ And 
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And hurt my brot her. 

Laer. I am fatisficd in nature^ % 

Whole motiue in this cafe fljould flirrememoft 
To my rcuenge,but in my tcarmes of honor 
I ftand aloofe, and will no reconcilement, 

Till by fome elder Matters of knowne honour 
I haue a voice and president of peace 
To my name vngor’d : but all that time 
I doc receine your offered loue, like loue. 

And will not wrong it. 

Ham. I imbrace it freely, and will this brothers wager 
frankly play. 

Giue vscheFoiles. 

La;r, Come, one for me. 

Bam. lie be your foil t Laertes, in mine ignorance 
Your skill fhall like a ftarre i*th darkeft night 
Stick fiery of indeed. 

Laer. You mock me fir. 

Ham . No by this hand. 

jRfwg.Giue them the foilcs yong Ofirick,coim Haw. 

You know the wager. 

Ham. Very well my Lord. 

Your Grace has laid the oddes a'th weaker fide. 

King. I doe not feare it, Ihauc feene you beth g 
Butfince he is better, we haue therefore oddes. 

Laer . This is to hcauy : let me fee another. 

Ham. This likes mewell, thefe foiles haue ail a length, 

Ofir. I my good Lord. 

King. Sec me the ftoops of wine vpon the table. 

If Hamlet giue the firft or fecond hit. 

Or quit in anlwer of the third exchange. 

Let all the battlements their Ordnance fire. 

The King fhall drinke to Hamlets better breath, 

And in the cup an Onix fhall he throw. 

Richer then that which foure fucefftue Kings 
InDenmarkes Crowne haue worne : giue mathe cups, 

' And let the Kettle to the Trumpet fpcake, 

The Trumpet to the Canncneere without, 

The Canons to the Heauens, the Hcauens to Earth, ^ 
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Prince o/Denmarke? 

Now the King dtinkes to Hamlet, come begin. Trumpets 
And you theiu^ges beare a waric eye. the while. 

Ham. Come on fir. 

Laer. Come my Lord. 

Bam. One. 

Laer. No. 

Ham. Judgement. 

Oilr. A hit, a very palpable hit. Drum, Trumpets and pot, 

La^r. Well, againe. FlouriJh,a Peecegees off* 

King. Stay, giue me drink, Hamlet this Pearle is thine, 

Hcere’s to thy health, giue him the cup. 

Haw. He play this bout firft, fet it by a while 
Come, another hit. What fay you ? 

Laer. Idoeconfeft. 

King. Our fonne fhall winne. 

Owe. He*s fat and fcant of breath. 

Heeve Hamlet take my napkin rub thy browes. 

The Queene carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet. 

Ham. Good Madam. 

King . Gertrard, doe not drinke. 

Qjfee. I will nay Lord, I pray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfned cup, it is too late. 

Ham. I dare not drinke yet Madam, by and by a 
Quee. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer, My Lord,Ile hit him now. 

Km?. I doe not think’r. 

Laer. And yet it is almoft againft my confidence^ ^ 

Ham. Come for the third Laertes, you doe but dally* 

I pray you pafle with yourbeft violence 
Jam fure you make a wanton of me 
Laer. Say you fo come on. 

Ofir. Nothing neither way. ; 

Laer. Haue at you now.. 

King, part them, they are incenft. 

Ham . Nay come againe. 

Onr. Lcoke to the Queene there hoe. 

Hera. They bleed on both fidcs,how is it my Lord? 

OSr. How \&Laerteit . 

Laer. Why as a Woodcock to mine owne tptmgc. OJtrt6\ 

— - r N* ~ * * 



The Ti ragedie e/Hamlet 

I am iuftly kild with mine owne treachery. 

Ham.Hovt does the Qtieene? 

King . She founds to fee them bleed. 

£>«e<f.No,no,the drink, the drink, O my deare Ham, 
The drink/ he drink, I am poyfned. 

Ham. O villaine ! hoe let the dore be lock’t, 
Treachery, feek it out. 

Laer.lt is here Hamlet thou art flaine, 

No medccine in the world can do thee good. 

In thee there is not halfe an houres life. 

The treacherous inftrument is in my hand 
Vnbaced and enuenom’d,the foule pra6tife 
Hath turn’d it felfe on me,loehere I lye 
Neuer to rife againe : thy mother’s poyfned, 

I am no mote, the King,the Kings too blame. 

Ha.T\\t point enuenom’d to, then venom to thy work 
«^f//.Treafon,treafon. 

King.O yet defend me friends, I am but hurt. 
Ham.Hetc thou inceftious damned Dane, 

Drink of this potion, is the Onixe here i 
Follow my mother. 

Latr.Uc is iuftly ferucd,it is a poifon temperd by him- 
Exchange forgiileneffc with me noble Hamlet, (felfe 

Mine and my fathers death come not rpon thee, 

Nor thine on me. 

Ham. Heauen make thee free of it, I follow thee j 
I am dead tfwviritf, wretched Cfcueene adiew. 

You that looke pale and tremble at this chance, 

That are but mutes, or audience to this aft, 

Had I but time as this fell Sergeant Death 
Is ftri& in his arreft. O I could tell you I 
But let it be ; Horatio I am dead. 

Thou liueft, ‘report me and my caufe aright 
To the vnfatisfied. 

Hora. Neuer beleeue it j 
l am more an, antike Roman then a Dane,. 

Heer’s yetfomeliquorleft; 

Ham. As th’artaman 

Giue me the cup, let goe,by heauen l’le hate. 



^Prince e/Denmarke. 

O God Horatio l what a wounded name 
Things Handing thus vnknowne, (hall I leauc behind me f 
If thou didft euer hold me in thy heart, 

Abfent thee from felicity a while. 

And in this harfh world draw thy breath in paine %A march a 
To tell my ftory : what warlike noife is this ? farreof B 

Enter Ofr'wkj 

Ofr. Youn g Fortinbrajfe with conqueft come from Poland, 
Th’Embaffadors of£»gWgiues this warlike roily. 

Ham. O I die Horatio, 

The potent poyfon quite ore-growes my fpirit, 

I cannot Hue to heare the newes from England, 

But I do prophefie the ele&ion lights 
On Fortinbrajfe, he has my dying voyce, 

So tell him with th’occdrrants mote and leffe 
Which haue folicited,thc reft is filence. 

Hora. Now cracks a noble heart, good night fweet 
And flight of Angels finge thee to thy reft. (Prince, 

Why dooes the drum come hether ? 

- Enter Fortinbrafe,with the Embafaders. 

Fortin , Where is this fight ? 

Hora, VVhat is it you would fee ? 

If ought of woe, or Wonder, ceafe your fearcb. 

Fortin. This quarry cries on hauock,0 proud death 
What feaft is toward in thine eternall cell. 

That thou fo many Princes at a (hot 
So bloudily haft ftrOoke ? 

Embaf. The fight is difmall 
And our affaires from England come too late. 

The eares are fcnceleffe that fliould giue vs hearing, 

To tell him his commandement is fulfill’d, 

That Rofencrau* and Guj/denfierne are dead, 

Where (hould we haue our thanks ? 

Hora. Not from his mouth 
Had it th’ability of life to thanke you ; - 

He neaer g&ue eonunandcnient for cheic dcith s 
But fince fo iump rpon this bloody queftion 

. N 3 * 
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TheTvag cdie ^/“Hamlet 'v* v 

You from the Ts/Av^ wanes, and you from England 

Are here arriued,giue order that thcfe bodies;, fi _ 

High on a llage be placed so the view, 

And let roe fpeak,to th’yct vnknowing world 
How thefe things came about ; fo {hall you hearc 
Of cruell, bloody and vnnaturall a&$. 

Of accidentall iudgcments, cafuall fl ughcers, 

Of deaths put on by cunning, and for no caufe, 

And in this vpfhot,purpofes miflooke, 

Falne on the Inuenters heads ; all this can I 
Jruely deliuer. 

Fort. Let vs haft to heare ie, .. - : ; r ; • 

And call thenobleft to the audience. 

Forme with forrow I embrace my fortune, o' 

I bauefome rights ofmcmory in this Kingdoms^ 

Which now to cleime my vantage doth inuite mc» 

Hora. Of that I {hallhaue alfo caufe to fpeakc, ‘ 

And from his rnouth.whole voice wil draw no more,. 

But let this fame be prcfently perform’d 
Euen while mens mindes arc wildc , leaft more mifr 
On plots and errors happen. chance 

Fort, Lctfoure Captaines v ; ,, ^ 

Beare /&«»/,?* like a Souldier to theftage* 

For he was likely , had he been put on, 

To haue proued moft royall ; and for his patlage,. 

The Souldiers raufick andthe right ofwarre .cup zu 'X 
Speake loudly for him: 

Take vp the bodies, fuch a fight as this,. - u 

Becomes the field, but here fhowes much aroiflc. ^ 

Goc bid the Souldicrs (boot. 

t 33.-i'COJ a i.C3h'. iv ; trovi i. liclli. 'it;o L.‘i A 

3fl cv.50fg bluorB J rfj eft 0:C 33*83 ?717 

'liftin'-! ii ne m3 1 mix moo ; ' mid 1 ; : < F? 
F l NJ & ■_ A A A) ? ■ tv :.*c -A ruTi 

c ,7 !,' rli ij flV/v 

(. 7 : :c/J . ' ■ ; 

b - t i: (•; i 












WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Hamlet (STC 22278) LONDON, [CI625] THE BRITISH LIBRARY (Ci2.ll.i4) OctaVO 






WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Hamlet (STC 22278) LONDON, [CI625] THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.12.h.14) OctaVO 





